


Contraband 
up north. Legal in 

South Carolina. 
Rebel Yell Sour Mash Bourbon is 

made exclusively for Southern 
tastes. As a result, this luxurious 

libation has been enjoyed here for 
years. And we intend to keep it 

that way, because Rebel Yell will 
never be offered for sale above the 

Mason-Dixon Line. 

Rebel Yell Distillery• Louisville, Kentucky• 90 Proof• Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey 
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PIEDMONT FLIES WHERE A:tv1ERICA HAPPENS. 

MAKE 
AMERICA 
HAPPEN FOR 
YOU. 
FOR 30% LESS. 
WITH P1EDMONT6S NEW FREEDOM FARES. 
BIG SAVINGS ON MINI-GROUP FARES. TOO. 

THEY'RE BOTH GREAT NEW WAYS TO STRETCH YOUR 
WINGS. AND YOUR DOLLARS. FOR EXAMPLE, OUR 
FREEDOM FARES GIVE YOU THE LlBERTY OF STAYING FROM 
7 TO 30 DAYS AND CHOOSING ONE STOPOVER IN ADDffiON 
TO YOUR DEPARTURE AND FINAL ARRIVAL POINTS. 
WHEREVER THE SPIRIT OF FREEDOM MOVES YOU ON 
PIEDMONT'S SYSTEM, YOU CAN SAVE 30%. YOU'LL ALSO 
SAVE 50% ON TICKETS FOR CHILDREN AGES 2-12. AND FEEL 
FREE TO REALLY ENJOY YOURSELF. JUST REMEMBER TO 
MAKE YOUR RESERVATIONS EARLY, SINCE ONLY A LlMITED 
NUMBER OF FREEDOM FARE SEATS ARE AVAILABLE ON 
EACH FLlGHT. 

PIEDMONT'S MINI-GROUP FARE IS IDEAL FOR GOOD-TIME 
GETAWAYS-SHORT OR LONG, WITH FAMILY OR FRIENDS. 
BECAUSE THE MINI-GROUP FARE, WHERE APPLlCABLE, 
CAN SAVE 20% OF THE ROUND TRIP FARE FOR GROUPS OF 
FOUR TO NINE. FOR QUALIFYING REQUIREMENTS AND 
OTHER DETAILS ON BOTH OF THESE NEW, LOW-COST 
FARES, SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT OR CALL PIEDMONT. 
AND, REMEMBER, YOU CAN STILL TAKE ADVANTAGE OF 
THE MONEY-SAVING 50/30 EXCURSION PLAN AND SPECIAL 
GROUP 10 FARES, TOO. ON PIEDMONT AIRLlNES. 
MOST MAJOR 
CREDIT CARDS 
ACCEPTED. 
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reac.ers 
com1nents 

What ideas, opinions and com· 
ments do you have about this issue 
of your magazine? We're anxious to 
hear what you think, so this col
umn is all yours-please drop us a 
line. 

The Rise and Fall of Pound Cake 

Where could I have possibly gone 
wrong? I baked Carolyn's chocolate 
pound , Liz's brown sugar pound-both 
perfection in themselves! Then with the 
vanilla pound , I "flubbed" terribly ; my 
cake didn't have a "sad streak," it was 
the most pathetic "sad streak" imagin
able! Could it be that in the Sandlapper 
in which Barbara Young's delightful 
article appeared some error was made? 
The most likely one is absence of baking 
powder , although I do have pound cake 
recipes in my files which don't call for 
that ingredient. Please help me! The 
aforementioned cake was for a joint 
birthday celebration-my husband 's 
and my younger son's-and is my face 
red! 

Elizabeth G. Singleton 
Conway 

Dear Mrs . Singleton : 

The mistake was mine-and I think my 
worse mis-step was in defying the 
pound cake gremlins by intimating in 
my article that I had vanquished them. 
For one apparently crept into my type
writer and inserted "sift after measuring" 
. .. and the sifting is what made for your 
sad cake. Next time , just dump the flour 
in and your results should be perfect. 
Now I am a sad cook-especially since 
your son and husband were disap
pointed on their birthdays . Please tell 
them they have credit with me for one 
late birthday vanilla pound cake that I 
will be happy to bake [without sifting the 
flour] and serve them next time you 're 
in my neighborhood. Those pound 
cake gremlins never give up! 

Barbara M. Young 
Spartanburg 

Sandlapper 



THE 
GREAT 

SANTINI 

EDITOR 
Bob W. Rowland 

ASSISTANT EDITOR 
Harry Hope 

FICTION EDITOR 
Franklin A.hie, 

POETRY EDITOR 
Eugene Platt 

ADVERTISING DIRECTOR 
Chui• W. Aleunder · 

CIRCULATION MANAGER 
Kathryn F. Uttle 

ASSISTANT CIRCULATION MANAGER 
HanlMartln 

NEW SUBSCRIPTIONS COORDINATOR 
Peam,Plnner 

WHOLESALE DISTRIBUTION DIRECTOR 
Nancy W. Johnaon 

\ 

SANDLAPPER 11 publlehed by Gnyetone Publllhen, Inc .. Robert S. Davie. pral
clent and chairman of the board: Wdllam B. Harley, Bnt vlce·praident: Gerald D. 
Martin, treuurer: Jack P. Hewlett, MCretaiy. 

NATIONAL ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES: Chicago: Sidney 
Ughtstone and Associates, 333 North Michigan Ave., Suite 3308, 
Chicago, Ill. 60601. Tel. 312-332-5645; New York: A.J . Landau Inc. , 
527 Madison Ave., New York 10022, Tel. 212-371-1818. 

REGIONAL ADVERTISING REPRESENTATIVES: Greenv!Ue: Betty 
Jean Ashmore; Charlotte: George Doggett; Myrtle Beach: John Carriker; 
Savannah/ Hilton Head Island: Lyle LovaO; North Augusta/ BamweU, 
Hampton and AUendale Counties: WOiiam Giles. 

SANDLAPPER-THE MAGAZINE OF SOUTH CAROLINA. April'May 1976, 
Volume 9. Number 4. Publlehed monthly by Gnyetone Publilhen. Inc. Editorial 
and adminiltratlve olllcee an located at 305 Gnyetone Blvd., Columbia. MAIL· 
INGADDRESS:AllcorreepondenceandmallUICl'lptllhouldbeaddreaedtoP. 0 . 
Boa 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202. Telephone: 779-8824. Return.,__ mull 
accompany all ma11111Cript1, drawtngo and photographl Mibmltted If they an to be 
returned. Query before IUbmlttlng material. No raponeibdtty IIIIUJlled for uneollc· 
lted materlala. Second-daa pollage paid at Columbia, S. C. and additional of. 
Ilea. Sublcrlptlon ralel: $12 a wear In the United Stalel and ....-1one: foreign 
countrlel, $15. Add four pen:ent ..... tax for South Carolina Mibecrlptionl. 
Copyright© 1976 by Greyetone Publl1hen, Inc. Sandlopper 11 a reglltered 
tradomark. All rtgllU ........... No part ol 11111 publication may be reproduced 
without written ....-.,... Any llmllarlty between the people and placa In Bctlon 
and eernl-llc:tlon In Ihle magutne and an, real people and placa 11 purely colncl· 
dental. 

April-May 1976 

sandlapper 

Features 

South Carolina Heritage: Mr. Paine and 
Mr. Laurens 

by William Ricketson and Jerome Wilson 
The Conquest of Orizaba 

by Parker E. Connor 
The Victorian Mode 

Photo Essay by John Gregory 
Daylilies Are Also For Eating 

by Michael A. Farmer 
Charleston-Charming and Chic 

Coordinated by Richard McMillan 
Furman: A Vision Fulfilled 

by Maryneal Jones 

Columns 

LEAVES FROM THE FAMILY TREE 
OF PEACOCKS AND LILIES 
FILMCLIP 
GOURMET FARE 
THE GARDENER 
ENDPIECE 

Departments 

READERS' COMMENTS 
BYLINE 
FROM BEHIND THE PALMETTOS 
DINING OUT 
FICTION: The Great Santini 

by Pat Conroy 
BICENTENNIAL INTELLIGENCER 
PALMETTO PROFILES 
POETRY 
SANDSLAPPER EXPERIMENT 
SANDLAPPER BOOKSHELF 
COMING IN SANDLAPPER 
HAPPENINGS 
INTERESTING, UNUSUAL 

ITEMS AND SERVICES 

3 

30 

36 

40 

48 

57 

63 

9 
9 

71 
71 
71 
80 

2 
5 
7 
9 

12 

23 
26 
46 
52 
67 
75 
76 

78 



4 

Only once 111 e·very 200 years ca11 you 

buy items such 

as these . .. 

.. J ..l 
T hi s elega nt S. C. Bicen tennial Scarf is em
blar.cd with the S. C. Bice nt enn ial sy mbol on 
na\·,· blue. The cen ter of the sca rf contains 
I 3 ·blue and w rit e stripes. The srnrf is I 00% 
pol;·ster and se ll s for $5 .95. 

The beautiful S. C . Bicentennial Tic 
feat ures the S. C. Bice ntennial sy mbol 
on a navy 1 burgun<ly, brown or green 
background. Our tic is all dacron poly
l'S tcr and is $8.50 . Please spec ify co lor 
when order ing. 

South Carolina is joining with the N ation in celeb rating the 200th anni,·e rsary of th e 
founding of America. 

The offic ial symhol of the South Caro lin;i American Revo luti on Bi ccn tenn i:tl Comm iss ion, 
des igned h~· Robert Tv1 axwcll o f Gaffney, South Carolin:1 1 features a silent cannon of th e 
Ameri can Rc,·o lution resting beneath a P almett o Tree. T he d ates which appear o n e ith er 
sid e of the Tree signify ( 1775) the. beginning of American Revo luti onary hostilitic:s in th e 
sta te and ( 1783) the offic ial ending of the Am erica n Re\'O luti on with th e sign in g of th e 
Trea ty of P ar is. 

MOSS & KUHN To onlt-r 
write: 

BOX 432 

BEACFORT, SOCTH CAROLINA 29902 

S. C. Rl's idcn ts Add 4% State. Saks Ta x 

(jlJJ summer Jong our guests 
do what the]' do all winter? 

play tennis, feast on fine food, 
use credit cards, explore an island, 

enjoy the ocean, play golf, water ski, 
go sailing, go fishing, ride bicycles. 

§ea Crest 
t}Vlotel 

Phone 803-785-2121 
P.O. Box 5818 
Hilton Head Island, S.C. 29928 

Indiana Reports 

Enjoy your magazine tremendously 
especially the photographs, historical 
articles and recipes. We plan to retire in 
the Charleston area and feel your 
magazine will help give us a lot of good 
background to enable us to become true 
South Carolinians. 

Mrs. C.W. Roe 
Valparaiso , Ind . 

Your magazine is excellent. My hus
band has been a military man for 20 
years and plans to retire in South 
Carolina (our home state) in Septem
ber. No state we like better than South 
Carolina. Our home town is Edgefield , 
the home of ten governors and other 
historical interests. I, along with some of 
your other readers, would like to read 
about the many other parts of the state. 
Charleston is wonderful, but . 

Mrs. J.C. Feltham Jr. 
Charlestown, Ind. 

To Err is ... 

As I am not a "professional" error 
pointer-outer , I find it a problem to 
point out what appears to be an error in 
a fine publication like Sandlapper , but 
here goes: 

On page 20 of the January 1976 issue is 
a reproduction of a portrait identified as 
Colonel Richardson , Sr. The style and 
cut of the uniform coat places it in the 
period of 1790 or later and as Col. 
Richard Richardson , Sr., died prior ·to 
that date, the painting was either post
mortem (possibly painted from another 
portrait or miniature) or obviously of 
someone else. With a modicum of good 
luck, it might even be a portrait of Col. 
Richard Richardson , Jr. , but this I do 
not know. I do know that a color 
reproduction of a portrait of Col. 
Richard Richardson , Sr. does appear 
on page 30 of Battleground of Free
dom , by Nat and Sam Hilborn (Sand
lapper Press , 1970) and about eight or 
ten years ago Mr. John Adger Manning 
showed me a color photo of this latter 
portrait and identified it as Col. Richard
son , Sr. It is not a portrait of him in uni
form which may be the reason for the 
wrong portrait being used. 

Having had many discussions with Mrs. 
Owens at Caroliniana Library on the 
subject of pictures of portraits and uni-

Sand/apper 
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G 
inny Grose , advertising and public 
relations manager at South Caro
lina National Bank, is pretty happy 

about SCN's traveling exhibit of art . It's 
an ambitious project and she's really 
proud of it . 

Ginny was born in Hollywood-the 
Hollywood-and journeyed to Shelby , 
N. C. , from thence to the University of 
North Carolina at Charlotte. While in 
school , she worked as a reporter for the 
Charlotte Observer. When she came to 
the University of South Carolina , she 
went to the women 's department of The 
State . 

Perhaps in the minds of her former 
bosses at both papers , Ginny went over 
to the enemy-the PR and advertising 
department of SCN , where , except for 
a couple of interruptions , she's been 
ever since. 

She is active in a number of organiza
tions , most notably, the Richland 
County Democratic Party . That's only 
logical, because her husband Phil was a 
member of former governor John 
West's staff . Along with this affiliation , 
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Grose Turner 

she works with the Columbia Advertis
ing Club , Columbia Communicating 
Arts , the Chamber of Commerce , the 
Phi Beta Phi Alumnae Club and is a 
former member of the USC Pi Beta Phi 
Advisory Committee . She and her 
husband Phil have one daughter , 
Patricia . 
Hey, Tom, how about telling us some
thing about yourself? 

I 
was born in Blythe , Ga . on July 3 , 
1945, just in time for the barbecue . 
The first "position" I ever held was 

cold-drink and candy clerk in my 
Grandfather's general store on Satur
days. This was during the chilly reces
sion of the '50s when it was most un
usual for a child my age to be drawing a 
salary ($2 .50 per half day) . The work 
wasn't hard though-especially when 
my Grandfather had gone home for 
dinner (sometimes for hours!) and Mrs . 
Mary Dozier, my brother Al and I would 
have long talks around the potbellied 
stove (where else?). We got to be es
pecially proficient at mimicking the few 
customers who did show up. No idio
syncrasy was ever wasted on us. (For 
example , take that bashful Blythenian 
who joined the Army and dropped by 
the store one Saturday afternoon to 
show off his uniform . He could have 
been in pajamas for all we cared-we 
were so fascinated with the new way of 
talking the Army had issued him. He 
began each sentence with "Whereas" 
just like a proclamation , and we 

bz?line 

couldn't wait for him to leave so we 
could take turns trying out his new 
speech .) 

I think it's easy to see how a piece of 
fiction like "The Comeback" (to be pub
lished later this year in Sandlappe r) 
might have emerged out of that milieu , 
and how the writing of it , some 20 years 
later , was both mysterious and a joy, 
like breaking out of a large exotic 
cocoon . 

Writing is my vocation and pastime
my habit . To support it , I've had to dis
appoint some of the best people on 
earth , including tormer employers. 

Some of my work has appeared in 
the Georgia Review, Rolling Stone, 
Sand Hills and the current issue of Intro 
(Anchor/ Doubleday) edited by George 
Garrett . 

I'm at work now on a non-fiction 
book about working called Coolie 
Wages . "Riding Shotgun for Wells 
Fargo" is a chapter from that book . But 
mostly I'm working on a novel about a 
man with a compulsive swearing prob
lem . Real good, Tom, thanks a lot. 

5 
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PUT YOUR COLUMBIA OFFICE 
IN THE NEW ATLANTIC CASUALTY 

BUILDING-6923 N. TRENHOLM ROAD 

This prestigious new office building is located in Northeast Columbia, the fastest-growing 
section of Richland County, adjacent to the new Columbia Mall. Centered in Columbia's 
finest residential area, yet convenient to 1-20, U. S. 1, 1-77, S. C. # 555 and 277 Freeway. 
Eighty-one parking spaces and no traffic problems. You may custom design your own suite 
of offices-from 1,000 to 15,000 square feet. Make your business move in the right 
direction-put your Columbia office at 6923 N. Trenholm. 

Atlantic Casualty & Fire 
FRANK K. GRAHAM, PRESIDENT 
POST OFFICE BOX 6108 
COLUMBIA, SOUTH CAROLINA 29260 

Telephone (803) 782-2373 -After Hours (803) 787-0765 

Fund Raising 
Does your school, club, social or civic or
ganization need a fund raising project? If 
so, consider selling subscriptions to 
Sandlapper as a means of raising those 
funds. Sandlapper . .. the magazine of 
South Carolina and a magazine any South 
Carolina school or organization would be 
proud to sell. Forfurther information con
tact: 

Peggy Pinner 
Sandlapper Magazine 

P. 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

(803) 779-8824 

forms , I have a sneaking suspicion that 
the error was not hers . I thoroughly 
enjoyed her A Nail in Time but I do wish 
the reproduction of the Mouzon map 
had been a bit larger; as a member of 
the bi-focal set I like large maps! 

Capt . Fitzhugh McMaster , USN Ret. 
Columbia 

Captain McMaster seems to be right. 
Th'e identification at South Caroliniana 
Library was tenuous . We apologize to 
our readers . -Ed. 

A Writer Writes: 

My thanks for the January issue of 
Sandlapper. It's an impressive issue, 
and I'm very pleased to have been in
cluded. 

George Garrett 
Princeton University 

Mr. Garrett is former writer-in-residence 
at the University of South Carolina and 
author of Death of the Fox . His short 
story , "Little Tune for a Steel String 
Guitar" appeared in the March 1976 
issue . -Ed. 

I was flattered that the Byline page of 
the December issue of Sandlapper 
reproduced two long paragraphs on 
Bob Bristow that first appeared in one of 
my features on him in the May 5, 1973 
issue of the Rock Hill Evening Herald. 
I'm a little puzzled , however , because at 
that time I queried Sandlapper about 
writing a feature on Bristow and was 
told a story on him had appeared a year 
or two earlier and no further story was 
desired . I would have appreciated the 
Sandlapper's crediting the source of its 
material and I feel sure Bryant Mc
Murray , whose picture of Bristow ap
peared on the same page , also would 
like credit . In addition to the credit over
sight , two errors appeared in the seg
ment on Bristow. It was Altus , not 
Atlas , Oklahoma, where he wrote for a 
newspaper . And he has had at least 
four hardback novels published , in addi
tion to at least four paperbacks that 
were printed during his poverty period . 
The fourth hardback not mentioned by 
Sandlapper , is Laughter in Darkness . I 
hope you will set the record straight. 

Coke Ellington 
Seneca 

Sandlapper 



from behind ~ 
the palmettos 

---'I 

When NBC did its "salute to South Carolina" in March, Barbara Walters 
spent most of those two hours enthralled in the grip of Middleton Gardens. 
Well, some of our fashion photos this month were shot there, in a classical 
ambience in the formal gardens. Check in with Richard McMillan and his 
models and see what's fashionable this spring. 

Another photo splash this month is John Gregory's essay on those classic 
Victorian homes around the state. If you aren' t fortunate enough to live in one, 
stand on the street outside a Victorian home. You can smell the interior, you 
can feel what it's like in there, by the lace curtain windows, under the rose 
windows and stained glass transoms. There are willows and magnolias to shade 
the house. There are, almost inevitably, friendly ghosts of times Jost. 

"Who plants the seed beneath the sod, and waits for it to raise the clod, he 
trusts in God." For years those words were the familiar benediction for many 
early morning risers. They were delivered by Bob Bailey, Richland county farm 
agent. When Bob retired, recently, he wasn't put to pasture. He now appears in 
this magazine with his new gardening column. Tune in-he's on the Wrap. 

Last month we goofed. We told you that Tom Turner's tale "The Come
back" was going to be our fiction offering. Well, the editor who takes care of 
"Coming in Sandlapper" was asleep at the typewriter. Tom Turner is in this 
issue, but in the "Sandslapper Experiment," riding shotgun for Wells Fargo. 
Our fiction this month is an exclusive excerpt from Pat Conroy's novel The 
Great Santini, the story of a Marine brat at one Ravenel Marine Air Base in 
South Carolina. 

Incidentally, if you' re interested in procuring a copy of our January issue with 
the great big photo essay on South Carolina, sorry. It is , to all intents, out of 
print. It went so fast we were barely able to grab a few for office and record 
copies. A few January 1976' s are locked in a vault, the combination of which 
can be found on the back of an A&P sales slip which our assistant editor cannily 
taped on the inside of his album cover for J . S. Bach's Passion According to 
Saint Matthew. The last report is that he has the recording, but lost the cover. 
Typical. 

April-May 1976 

Cover: This strong, graceful re
doubt of the past is still alive, 
thanks to care and concern . Here, 
at the corner, it is placid in its 
beauty, tranquil in its demeanor 
and thoroughly wondrous to be
hold. Photo by John E. Gregory . 

Relax in grace and elegance on 
this bench designed after iron 
castings from the 19th century. 
Superb for porch, patio, terrace 
or lawn. 

Charleston Green, wrought iron 
with durable cypress slats, 48" 
long. $69.50 plus freight 
charges. 

To Order Write: 
Dixie Iron Works 
100 Church St. 

Charleston, S.C. 29401 

G°tjAfjt- ~ o 

<ef:ta,cA !4ee/ 
Charleston, South Carolina 

The Small Shop 
For The Best-Loved Babies 

And Little Children 
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Just off the Piney Grove exit on 
1-26, there's an entrance from the 

frontage road in~o what is fast 
becoming a whole new, living 
and breathing town. Harbison. 

Eventually 23,000 people will go 
___ ...., _ _._. to work and to home here, go to 

school and play here, shop, grow up and 
prosper here. Residential areas are carefully set 

in wooded land, with bike trails and a 
greenway system to preseNe the natural 

beauty. Plus, pedestrian underpasses which 
make for safer crossing under busy streets. 

Neighborhood centers in the greenways will 
feature lighted tennis courts, a swimming pool 

and indoor/ outdoor recreation. Soon to come: 
Harbison's Town Center. A shopping mall of 

r • boutiques, theaters, restaurants-the focal 
tf all pointofthecommuniiy. Many homes f -R'llml!B are already finished and ready for 

,, 

you to see. So come on out and see 
Harbison for yourself. It's a beautiful 

town in the making. 

arbison 
®. Harbison is a new community assisted by the New Community Development Corporation of HUD. 

II I 
tn 



At home and on the go with sandlapper. 
dining out I leaves from the I of peacocl<s 

fa mil)? tree and lilies 
Aunt Maude's Country Kitchen 

Like a genteel Horry farmhouse , 
Aunt Maude's Country Kitchen over
looks the "thick as molasses in 
January" traffic at the intersection of 
69th Ave . and Highway 17 . This 
family-oriented restaurant sits on a 
grassy knoll, looking for all the world 
as if Myrtle Beach developers, in 
their haste to build another condo
minimum, forgot to raze a beloved 
old homestead. But Aunt Maude's 
Kitchen is housed in a relatively new 
building. Only the exterior seems 
old, the kitchen , itself, is aglow with 
modern stainless steel equipment. 

From Kings Highway, one can 
look up to architecture typical of a 
solid middle-class South Carolina 
farmhouse . After parking the family 
car near Cane Patch Creek, take the 
easy ascent to the wide, bannistered 
front porch . During the rush hours 
no one waits in line . A hostess, cos
tumed circa the turn-of-the-century, 
hands your party a card with a table 
number on it. Then you can stroll 
under the oak trees , sit on the porch 
swing or in one of the comfortable 
rockers and enjoy a delightful sea 
breeze . Soft music engulfs the build
ing and grounds. Once inside, guests 
experience the charm of a family 
feast or a church homecoming din
ner . The ample buffet displays local 
fresh vegetables , fried chicken (Horry 
style, with wishbones and drumsticks 

(Please turn to page 10) 
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More Genealogical Titles 

Some more really fine genealogi
cal titles have come our way from the 
Carolinas and more distant places, 
and we are reviewing some more for 
you this time . Working in printed 
secondary sources is a very neces
sary part of a good genealogical sur
vey . Often , your work as a research
er will be made easier through spend
ing a little time, in better genealogical 
printed sources . The titles following 
have been selected on the strength of 
their general genealogical worth . 

1. Brant and Fuller 
Cyclopedia of eminent and repre
sentative men of the Carolinas of 
nineteenth century (with a Brief 
Historical Introduction on South 
Carolina by General Edward Mc
Crady, Jr. , and on North Caro
lina , by Hon . S .A. Ashe) Orig . 
pub . Madison , Wis ., 1892 . 

Vol. 1 (South Carolina) 678 pp. 
illustrated $24.00 

Vol. 2 (North Carolina) 661 pp . 
illustrated $24 . 00 

This fine source is now available 
at a modest price for its worth. 
The North Carolina volume 
traces the following and more 
lines to the immigrant ancestor: 
Iredell , Davidson , Green, Cam-

(P/ease turn to page 10) 

Why can't we Southerners teach 
our children how to speak? 

The subject is one which has been 
bothering me for some time and in 
my gadfly role is something which is 
impossible for me to resist doing . 

I begin this column with a story 
and end with one , and hopefully will 
make some points in between . The 
first story I heard from the friend of a 
doctor friend and I think it aptly illus
trates the point . 

It seems the doctor friend was 
working in a clinic substituting for 
another doctor friend who was on 
vacation . Suddenly an elderly patient 
came into his office in a real panic . 
According to my doctor friend the 
conversation went something like 
this . 

"Doctor, you got to do something . 
I know I kept drinking whiskey when 
the other doctor told me not to . And 
I'm sorry for that 'cause what he said 
sure did come true . Now I got 
roaches inside of me in my liver and I 
can feel them crawling around." 

"You've got what inside you?" 

"Roaches , Doctor , roaches. Just 
like the other doctor said . He said to 
me, 'May, if you keep drinking you 
are going to get roaches in the liver .' 
And I got 'em and I can feel 'em 
crawling around inside me." 

Of course the doctor was finally 
able to figure out that his medical col-

(P/ease turn to page 10) 
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DINING (Continued from page 9) 

readily recognizable) and Aunt 
Maude's delicious beef stew. Huge 
platters of corn muffins and home
made biscuits are served hot from the 
oven with homemade pie for dessert. 
Having "licked the platter clean," 
guests may return to the buffet for 
seconds at no extra charge. 

Manager Gene Anderson con
fesses that the character of Aunt 
Maude is derived from a composite 
of several beloved aunts who were 
good cooks and immaculate house
keepers. The restaurant's planners 
conceived the notion that, after 
eating a few of the Grand Strand's 
famous seafood and steak platters, 
the tourist would enjoy local home 
cooking. Visitors from many states 
and foreign countries have praised it 
in the guest register. Canadians are 
beginning to make Aunt Maude's a 
must on their annual visits. 

Many of the hired help are stu
dents at nearby Coastal Carolina 
College. Most of the cooks and 
assistants are kinfolks. All agree that 
they like to work at Aunt Maude's. 

Interior decor includes red
checked table cloths, attractive pic
tures and an immense brick fireplace, 
complete with built-in oven and an 
antique shotgun replica. Rustic doors 
are marked "His'n" and "Her'n". An 
alcove houses a "Company Store," 
well stocked with gift items. 

Anderson likes to tell this story 
about his father: In his youth, around 
1900, he joined a group of seiners in 
the vicinity of the present Myrtle 
Beach Pavilion. He had seven dollars 
in an overall pocket. When he went 
to catch transportation back to Con
way, he saw a land auction in pro
gress. Some of the tracts were selling 
for five cents an acre. The seven 
dollars burned in the young man's 
pocket, and he almost bid. A look at 
the land showed only scrub oak, 
myrtle, sand and loneliness. Seven 
dollars could buy a lot of necessities. 
He did not bid. 

What is that land worth now? Your 
guess is as good as mine. But you 
don't have to guess at the superior 
quality and variety of food served at 
Aunt Maude's. 

Suppertime (Yankees call it din
ner) is served daily from 5 p.m. until 
9 p.m. during the season. Cost per 
plate is $4.50, lil'uns half fare. From 
early September until the beginning 
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of Can-Am Days the skilled staff 
returns to school or home, and looks 
forward to the next summer of pre
paring and serving delicious food ... 
cooked in the best Horry County 
home tradition. 

Annette E. Reesor is a free-lance 
writer from Conway. 

LEAVES (Continued from page 9) 

eron, Taylor, Yellowley, Price, 
Skinner, Albertson, Isler, Gor
don, Murdoch, McMandway, 
French, Barringer, Clifton, 
Chadwick and Foy. The South 
Carolina volume traces back 
representatives of these lines 
and more: Magrath, Thompson, 
Wylie, Duncan, Goggans, Hol
lingsworth, Hood, Kinard, Ville
pigue, Meetze, Hemphill, 
Smythe, Gaillard, Mackey, Mc
Caw. Portraits accompany 
many of the sketches in both 
volumes. An excellent way to 
learn the progenitors of many 
Carolina families. This book 
may be purchased from: The 
Reprint Co., P.O. Box 5401, 
Spartanburg, S.C. 29301. 

2. Houston, Martha Lou 
Indexes to the County Wills 
of South Carolina. Orig. pub
lished Columbia, 1939. Re
printed. $17 .50. 

This is a reprint of the WPA 
index to South Carolina county 
wills. All wills for counties form
ed before 1853 are included ex
cept Beaufort, Chesterfield, 
Colleton, Georgetown, Lancas
ter, Lexington, Orangeburg and 
Charleston. 

Counties are listed alphabeti
cally from Abbeville through 
York, and individual wills are 
listed alphabetically by the testa
tor's name within each county 
division. A typical entry from the 
Edgefield County section (page 
81): is: "Cogburn, Hannah 
Volume 1, Date: 1836-1853 
Section: D, page: 3 7". All the 
identifying information neces
sary to procure your ancestor's 
will from the county in question, 
is given. An important addition 
to your library. 

(Please turn to page 74) 

PEACOCKS (Continued from page 9) 

league had told the patient that if she 
kept drinking she would get cirrhosis 
of the liver. Because he spoke in 
such an accent she had thought he 
said "roaches in the liver." Suddenly 
her imagination had taken hold of 
her and she could feel the roaches 
crawling around inside of her. 

The point being made is that there 
are still a lot of Southerners who 
really do butcher up English through 
their terrible mispronounciation of 
words they use every day, and in 
turn their children and the cycle con
tinues. Here is a list of some that I 
hear all the time. Not a comprehen
sive list by any means but some you 
frequently hear. 

One that particularly grates on my 
nerve endings is the word "ruined" 
which is frequently pronounced as 
though it was spelled "rerned." An
other is "vy-ena" for Vienna saus
ages. The word "idea" is also fre
quently mis-used or mispronounced 
with some people using the word 
ideal (which has an absolutely differ
ent meaning from idea or else pro
nouncing the word idea as though it 
was spelled "idear." 

Putting the acent on the wrong syl
lable is another common practice ... 
and here are some prime examples 
... pronouncing the word police as 
though it was spelled "po-leese" with 
the accent on the first part; pro
nouncing "siren" as though it was 
spelled "sigh-reen" with the accent 
on the second syllable; pronouncing 
the word "pecan" as though it were 
spelled "pea-can"; saying "peench" 
for "pinch;" "pin" for "pen"; "ax" for 
"ask;" "tarred" for "tired"; "punkin" 
for "pump-kin;" "git" for "get"; "foe" 
instead of "for"; "Dye-rection" for 
"direction"; "oil" for "oil"; the list 
could go on and on but let me close 
the list with two which I hear over 
and over again. 

Using the word "et cetera" as 
though it was spelled "ex-cet-era" 
and saying "Mr. and Mrs." which 
comes out as "Mister and Miseries." 

The other wonderful story was told 
me by a close friend who asks to 
remain anonoymous. It concerns a 
young Scottish lady who was having 
a working vacation in this country 
several years ago. The young lady 
was a nurse and although she had a 
slight Scottish burr had attended an 

(Please turn to page 74) 
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April-May 1976 

Dear Sandlapper Subscriber: 

We are pleased to announce that as of April 14 The R. L. Bryan 
Company acquired the publishing rights to South Carolina's most 
prestigious magazine, Sandlapper. This magazine will be pub
lished under a newly organized subsidiary of The R. L. Bryan 
Company known as Greystone Publishers, Inc. This new corpora
tion brings with it a solid financial base which will not only main
tain the quality and excellence that our subscribers, advertisers 
and readers have come to expect and enjoy but also will include 
many new features that we are sure will add to your reading 
pleasure. The same experienced and creative editorial staff will 
continue to be associated with Greystone Publishers, Inc. 

The time required for negotiation and acquisition of the publish
ing rights to Sandlapper prevented the printing and mailing of an 
issue in April. This issue, which is the first issued under our super
vision, combines the April and May issues and we hope that you 
will derive as much reading enjoyment from it as we have in 
publishing it. The staff and management of Greystone Publishers, 
Inc., are dedicated to continuing the same high quality and in
teresting reading along with exciting new features in a magazine 
that has been recognized as "something special" not only by 
South Carolinians but by everyone who has had the opportunity of 
seeing or receiving it. 

May we take this opportunity to express our appreciation to each 
of you for your continued patronage and interest. We pledge our 
best efforts as we continue publication of a magazine that has truly 
become an institution in its own right in South Carolina. 

Sincerely, 

Robert S. Davis 
Chairman/ President 
The R. L. Bryan Company 
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BY PATCONROV 

N o matter how sedulously Ben and 
Mary Anne prepared for the 
nightmare, nothing could 

ameliorate their discomfort at enter-
ing a new high school for their annual 
pilgrimage among strangers. They 
had speculated that growing up in the 
American military could affect the 
personality of an individual in one of 
two ways. One could either brim with 
hidden reservoirs of counterfeit per
sonality, walk up to mobs of inbred 
teenagers, say the proper things, smile 
the winning smile and enter into the 
mainstream of high school life without 
experiencing the painful days of walk
ing the school hallways like unearthed 
troglodytes. Invariably, it took Ben 
and Mary Anne months before they 
could overcome their native diffi
dence, which actually was an obsti
nate refusal to make themselves vul
nerable. They were afraid of being 
laughed at, of being the object of deri
sion, of isolating themselves further 
because of a strategic error that 
caused them to insinuate themselves 
too soon into that hostile, unforgiving 
world where adolescents practice the 
small atrocities and petty cruelties of 
adults. It took at least three months 
before they quit hating to wake up in 
the morning for school. 

Each year before the first day of 
school, Lillian would deliver a buoyant 
address that was always a variation on 
a theme. "I think y'all are among the 
luckiest children in America. You're 
always traveling, gaining new insights, 
learning how different people think 
and act and learning how to meet 
people by putting your best foot for-
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ward. If I were you on that first day of 
school, I'd just pick out somebody that 
I wanted to meet, walk up to them with 
my head held high and tell them I was 
new in town and would appreciate a 
friend. Now that's how I'd do it. Of 
course, I'm not you, but instead of 
moping around with your eyes down, 
I'd just say to myself that it's a new day 
and I'm going to make friends with 
everybody in sight." 

"I like moping around with my eyes 
down," Mary Anne would say. 

"Me too," Ben agreed. 
Both of them knew how the cycle of 

friendlessness would end. Eventually 
someone very ugly or very unhappy 
would spot a new kid walking around 
and in tentative, irresolute gestures 
would offer friendship to you with no 
ulterior motives except to end their 
own intolerable loneliness. For a while 
you would have an ugly, unpopular kid 
for a friend. Through him you would 
meet someone else you liked a lot bet
ter and gradually your friendship with 
the first person would erode, then van
ish into aggrieved memory. In a new 
school one had to build a set of friends 
on the abandoned carcasses of un
happy boys and girls who befriended 
you during the days when you had no 
choice. In the middle of the year the 
new kid would have reached the mid
dle ground. He would begin to unfold, 
come out, like the moon in half phase. 
When he regained his equilibrium and 
began to experiment with the persons 
he had kept at bay, terrified that 
someone might steal a peek at the 
human he actually was, when at best 
he relaxed and was awash with the 

Copyright© 1976 by Pat Conroy, 
from The Great Santini, published 
by Houghton-Mifflin Co. 
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FILL IN THE BLANKS 
If you have a lmost a com plete set of Sand la pper magazines 

but are missing some cop ies, h ere is your opportun ity to fi ll in 

the b lanks a t a very m odest cos t. W e a re offering available 

b ack issues of Sand lapper m agazine a t the followin g redu ced 

ra tes . 

Any sin gle issu e available . .. . .. . ..... $ .75 each 

Any 5 issu es availa ble .. . ........ . .. .. $3 .00 

Any 10 issues availa ble .. . . . ...... . . . . $5.00 

Any 15 issu es available ......... . ..... $7.00 

20 issu es or above available . . .. .. ... . $ .45 each 

Please include $. 10 per issu e for postage a nd h a ndling. 

This offer is e ffect ive as long as supplies las ts a nd perta ins 

only to 1968- 1975 issu es. The followin g issues a re now out of 

p rint,........J a nua ry, Februa ry, M arch , September 1968; J a nua ry, 

1969; J a nua ry, 197 1 ; J a nua ry, 1973 . 

dl 
THE MAGAZINE 

san a)?per. 

Sandlapper Magazine has moved! 
Sandlapper magazine has relocated its editorial, circula
tion and advertising offices. We are now located at 301 
Greystone Blvd. in the R. L. Bryan building in Columbia. 
Our post office address (P. 0 . Box 1668, Columbia 29202) 
and telephone number ( (803) 779-8824) will remain the 
same. 

beneficient realization that he was a 
stranger no longer, that he belonged 
almost as much as anyone else, it was 
then that the Marine would come 
home with orders and announce that 
the family would move again that 
June. 

John C. Calhoun High School was a 
red brick, two-story structure with a 
statue of the South Carolina states
man pointing a bony 12-inch finger at 
the river that curved at a 90-degree 
angle in front of the school. The school 
had a colonial facade with a graceful 
cupola on its roof. Two wings had been 
added to accommodate the yearly 
accretions of Marine children who 
came into town as Ravenel Air Base 
expanded. A long covered breezeway 
paralleled the main structure and con
nected the two wings. In the rectangle 
created between the wings, the old 
school and the breezeway, flowers 
bloomed beside a stone fountain 
which did not work. The gymnasium 
was contiguous to the east wing of the 
school, and a grassless football field 
with cracked baked mud harrowed by 
cleats formed the far boundary of the 
campus to the north. Both the statue 
of Calhoun and the front door of the 
high school looked downriver and by 
sitting on the front steps one could 
watch the heavy traffic of yachts and 
barges work its way past the sandbars 
and oyster banks of the inland water
way. 

Ben and Mary Anne paced the halls 
of Calhoun High together, deriving 
strength and comfort from each 
other's desolation. Both felt that it was 
a period of high visibility, that their 
faults and blemishes were sinking into 
obscurity in an inversely proportional 
matter. Paranoia was always the first 
malady to contend with when entering 
a new school. Ben and Mary Anne felt 
all eyes were upon them when in actu
ality no one noticed them at all. 

For homeroom, Ben had a large 
bovine woman named Mrs. Troutman 
who had an eerie sadness about her 
face even though she smiled all the 
time. It was as though tragedy 
lingered discreetly around her. She 
had a large pleasant nose that sniffed 
the air at irregular intervals like a 
heifer catching the scent of blood in 
the stockyard. She was also Ben's 
American Civilization teacher during 
the last period and read from the 
textbook word for word, pausing to re
nder editorial commentary whenever 
a particularly salient point was raised 

Sand/apper 



by the author of the text. It was obvi
ous to Ben that she was a lot more 
interested in the politics of homeroom 
than the muddled breastworks of state 
and local government. 

On the first day of school Mrs. 
Troutman had risen in the front of the 
room for her opening address to the 
homeroom. "I am Mrs. Troutman," 
she began imperially. "I would like to 
welcome all of you to the hallowed 
halls of John C. Calhoun High School. 
For those of you who are new at our 
school, and from my records I see that 
two or three of you are indeed new, I 
would like to tell you about some of the 
traditions we hold sacred. In the front 
hall, embedded in the floor, you will 
find a block 'C' generously bestowed 
by the Class of 1960 to instill pride in 
our athletic squads and our academic 
endeavors. No one is allowed to walk 
on the block 'C.' Try to remember that 
because if one of our big football 
players catches you, then there may 
be the devil to pay. Also, as seniors, 
you have the privilege of cutting in 
front of the lunchline. Now I will be 
passing out a school handbook which 
has most of this information. If you 
have any questions, I will always be 
available to my boys and girls from 
homeroom 4B." 

She paused, cleared her throat, her 
tone taking on an ever deeper serious
ness. "The first order of business is to 
elect homeroom officers. Now I have a 
reputation of having homerooms that 
are the envy of the school. Four-B has 
always been the best. Four-B is the 
best. And 48 always will be the best. 
Therefore it is very important to elect 
the best people to homeroom office. 
Now I would like a moment of silence 
for all of you in here to think about who 
would make the best leader for 48. It's 
not always the most popular person 
you know. Sometimes the quietest 
person in the room makes the best 
leader. Everyone sit still now and think 
about whom you personally think will 
serve the interests of 48 best. It's not 
an easy decision, I know. The qualities 
of a good homeroom president are th
ese, in my opinion." Her voice was get
ting lower and lower. But she con
tinued to whisper her message, 
"Courage, Prudence, Aggressiveness, 
Loyalty to 48, Charity, Faith, an abil
ity to overcome adversity, and Hope." 

"No," Ben disagreed silently, "no 
homeroom president has ever had a 
single good quality." The other stu-
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dents fidgeted and looked around at 
each other, searching each other's 
eyes for indisputable signs and glim
mers of leadership. 

Finally Mrs. Troutman began to 
speak again. "Now I've checked the 
records and I've found to my shock 
and disappointment that only one boy 
in this class has the grades to be eligi
ble for homeroom office." 

"Oh, gad," Ben groaned, expecting 
the worst. 

"A 'C' average is required and Ben
jamin Meecham is the only boy in 
class that has the grades." 

"Benjamin!" Ben heard a boy to
ward the rear of the class laugh. 

"Now I am not going to interfere 
with the elections at all. But I feel that 
at least one boy should be nominated 
for each office, otherwise we'll have all 
girls as homeroom officers. Could 
Benjamin Meecham stand up and let 
everyone in the class get a good look at 
him? Oh there you are. Welcome to 
Calhoun High, Benjamin. Now there 
he is. Take a good look at him." 

Ben could feel a blush begin at the 
cuticles of his toes, rush through his 
entire body and assault the very roots 
of his hair. The other students stared 
at him as though he were a urine sam
ple. 

"I am going to put Benjamin's name 
in nomination for president of 48. Are 
there any other nominations?" 

Ben later told Mary Anne it had been 
a banner day in his history as a high 
school student. In rapid succession he 
had been defeated for homeroom pres
ident, vice president, secretary, trea
surer, sergeant at arms, homeroom 
representative to the Student Council 
and homeroom alternate. The most 
humiliating aspect of his successive 
defeats was that he had not garnered a 
single vote. Not even the new kids had 
voted for him. 

"Who wants a zit-face for home
room president?" Mary Anne had 
said. 

"It wasn't that, sister, They just 
didn't feel I had any leadership qual
ities." 

On the Thursday of their second 
week in school, after a lunch of Sloppy 
Joes, blackeyed peas, apple sauce, 
coleslaw and milk, Ben and Mary 
Anne turned the corner of the breeze
way near the shop and were drawn by 
a surge of bodies toward a central un
seen drama that had an ozone smell of 
violence about it. A tall freckled boy 

with carrot-hued hair slicked back 
was holding a smaller dark haired boy 
in a headlock as the rest of the crowd 
laughed at the smaller boy's efforts to 
free himself. 

"Let me go, Red," the smaller boy 
pleaded. 

"Sammy. Now you and me are good 
buddies, ain't that right?" Red said. 

"That's right, Red. So why don't you 
let me go.'' 

"I want to let you go, Sammy. But 
you've got to say what I told you to 
say." 

"I won't say that," Sammy 
answered. 

"Then I'm goin' to keep on squeez
ing your scrawny little Jewboy neck," 
Red said, tightening his hold. "Now 
say it, Sammy. Say it before I get teed 

ff " o. 
"Heil Hitler," the boy said quietly. 
"Louder, Jewboy," the other boy 

commanded. "I want everybody to 
hear how much you love ol' Adolf." 

"Heil Hitler," the boy said louder. 
"That ain't loud enough, Sammy," 

Red said, winking and smiling at the 
crowd. 

Mary Anne turned to Ben and whis
pered harshly, "Help that boy, Ben." 

"Hell no, Mary Anne. Let's get out of 
here. He'll let him go in a minute." 

"If you don't then I will," she said, 
starting to weave through the crowd. 

"Dammit, Mary Anne, stop," Ben 
pleaded. "Let's just walk down the hall 
and mind our own business." 

"They're humiliating that boy," 
Mary Anne said, pressing forward. 
"He's crying." 

Sobs erupted from beneath the jac
ket of the red-haired boy and Ben 
knew he had a quick decision to make. 
Mary Anne would try to scratch Red's 
eyes out if she reached him and Ben 
would have a dilemma explaining to 
his father how he had sided with dis
cretion and prudence while his sister 
defended the principles of honor and 
courage by fistfighting a bully at the 
noon break. Mary Anne was much 
braver than Ben but he reasoned it was 
because she had never been punched 
in the mouth and had no conception of 
how it hurt. 

Ben caught Mary Anne by the arm 
and said as he went by her, "I ought to 
punch you." 

"Heil Hitler," Sammy said again. 
"Any teachers comin', Lee?" Red 

asked one of his friends. 
"Naw, I'm watchin' ," Lee answered. 
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"Now then, Sammy. One more 
thing and I'll let you go. I love Jesus 
Christ." 

"Leave him alone," a voice said. 
Red looked up and saw Ben glaring 

at him. Several of Red's friends shifted 
toward Ben, keeping to the edges of 
the crowd. Ben noticed that Red was a 
good two inches taller than he was, but 
he also was certain that he out
weighed Red by 20 pounds. Of course, 
Ben thought, Red has ten or twenty of 
his buddies surrounding him which 
gives the battle of poundage back to 
Red by several thousand pounds. 

"Who in the hell are you, buddy?" 
Red snarled. 

"Just let the guy go and try someone 
your own size." 

"And just what if I don't let go, 
hubba," Red said, aware that he was 
losing part of the crowd to this new
comer. 

"If you don't let my good friend 
Sammy go, Red, I'm going to make 
you say how much you love Martin 
Luther King," Ben said, and much of 
the crowd laughed. 

"You think you could, hubba. 
What's the matter with you? Are you a 
Jewboy too?" 

"Yeah, Red. I'm aJewboytoo. And I 
don't like seeing other Jewboys being 
picked on by red-headed punks." 

"He's a Marine brat," someone 
shouted to Red. "He ain't no Jew." 

"Twinkie, you a Marine brat?" Red 
asked. 

"Yeah." 
"I hate Marine brats, Twinkie." 
"You're gonna hate 'em a lot worse 

in a minute." Ben fired back. 
"How would you like a fist where 

you mouth used to be?" Red asked. 
"He's a goody goody, Red. Stomp 

him," a voice said from behind Ben. 
Ben was becoming aware of the voices 
of satellite greasers moving in and 
around the perimeter of the fight. 

"Hit 'em, Ben," Mary Anne cried 
out. She was directly behind Ben. 

"Who's your fat friend, Twinkie?" 
"That's my sister, and you say any

thing about her they're gonna have to 
clean you up off this breezeway." 

"Whip him, Red," someone called. 
By this time, Red had released 
Sammy and turned to concentrate his 
full attention on Ben. Sammy slipped 
out of Red's grip and disappeared, 
leaving Ben to face the menacing 
crowd alone. Red and his friends 
began to close in on Ben. Mary Anne 
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was pushed back deeper into the 
group of spectators. Someone pushed 
Ben from behind. He turned and 
pushed his assailant back. When he 
did, Red reached into his dungarees 
and pulled a switchblade from his 
back pocket. When Ben turned 
around, the blade of the knife was up 
against his throat. 

Lillian had provided Ben with an in
estimable theory that leapt to his brain 
as soon as he felt the knife point near 
his larynx. "If a Southern boy ever 
pulls a knife on you, Ben, it is because 
he knows how to use it." "Red," Ben 
said. "Red, ol' buddy, you have just 
won this fight." Adrenalin burned 
through his stomach like two 
tributaries pouring into a river. Some
one had grabbed him from behind, 
pinning his arms. 

"No, I've just started to win it, Twin
kie. You've got to me real bad and 
you're gonna spend a long time paying 
for it. Now, I want you to say real loud, 
'I got a fat, ugly sister.' " 

"No!" Ben said. 
Then a voice in the crowd began to 

scream, "Teacher, Teacher.'' It was 
Mary Anne's voice. The knife disap
peared in an instant. Ben's arms were 
freed. Ben whirled and sprinted 
through the crowd. 

"There ain't no teacher," a voice 
behind Ben called. 

Red, realizing he had been duped, 
started through the crowd, which now 
was milling about in an agitated state 
with some people pressing forward 
toward the action and others fleeing 
away from it. Ben reached Mary Anne 
who was waiting for him in the grassy 
quadrangle off the breezeway. 
"You've got to beat him up, Ben. Dad 
will kill you if he finds out someone 
pulled a knife on you and you didn't do 
anything." 

"Yeah, I know, Mary Anne. And the 
next time you get me into anything like 
this ... " 

"He's coming," Mary Anne 
shouted. Ben grabbed for a history 
book Mary Anne was taking to her first 
afternoon class. As Ben turned to face 
his opponent, he saw Red ominously 
reaching for his knife again. Without 
hesitation and with a quickness that 
caught Red off guard, he slammed the 
history book against the boy's head 
with a stunning shot that echoed the 
length of the breezeway. A tall, thick
lipped boy who had trailed Red in pur
suit of Ben caught the history book full 

in the face, his nose splitting like an 
overripe piece of fruit, blood spouting 
down his face. A fist hit Ben on the side 
of his face just below the ear. Ben 
staggered against a steel post that 
supported the overhand to the 
breezeway. The boy who had hit him 
was charging forward but was tackled 
from behind by a screaming Sammy, 
who mounted the boy's back and was 
punching him in the back of the head. 
Mary Anne scratched Red's face as he 
tried to rise and re-enter the fray, but 
Red shoved her down as he rose to his 
knees, stunned and uncomprehend
ing. Ben saw his sister fall into a hedge 
that bordered the classroom window. 
He came straight down on Red's skull 
from a high, splendid angle and this 
second blow sent Red's face crashing 
into the cement walk. It was Red's last 
violent moment of the morning. 
Though Mary Anne rushed up to kick 
Red in the ribcage before Ben could 
calm her, no one else sallied forth to 
take up Red's gauntlet. 

Suddenly, the breezeway thronged 
with teachers who began moving 
groups of kids in different directions, 
getting the flow of bodies aimed again 
in the natural pattern of traffic. When 
Mrs. Troutman spied Ben he heard her 
wail, "Oh no, not one of my 48 boys." 
A pair of formidable arms grabbed 
Ben from behind. Male teachers 
whose faces were unfamiliar to Ben 
helped Red up from the cement. One 
pulled Sammy from the back of the 
boy who had connected with Ben's 
face. 

Finally, a voice behind him asked 
Ben, "Who are you, son?" 

"My name's Ben Meecham, sir. I'm 
new here." 

"That's nice, Mr. Meecham. I'm 
your principal," the voice whispered in 
his ear. 

The principal's office was a 
cramped, achromatic cubicle sepa
rated from the library door by a glass 
trophy case that overflowed with the 
gilded booty of athletics earned over 
the past 30 years. Its walls were 
painted with a postwar bureaucratic 
gray. The wall behind the principal's 
desk was covered with photographs of 
a tall slender man with fluid, long 
muscles and sandy hair frozen into 
graceful poses while participating in a 
variety of sports. In one, he was throw
ing a football. In another, he was 
shooting a one-hand set shot. But in 
most of the photgraphs, he peered out 
from behind two 16-ounce boxing 
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gloves, crouched low in a boxer's 
stance, his arms poised and coiled like 
snakes. Ben was sitting on a chair fac
ing the principal's desk. It was the first 
time in his life he had been summoned 
to a principal's office for disciplinary 
reasons and he did not find the cir
cumstances prepossessing in any way. 
Running through his mind were lies or 
excuses he could offer his father for his 
involvement in the fight. Bull would 
not mind that there was a fight, only 
that Ben had lacked the stealth not to 
get caught. Ben cheered his spirits 
somewhat by dreaming of strangling 
Mary Anne with barbed wire or cutting 
her heart out like an Aztec and eating 
it before her eyes in her last moments 
of consciousness. 

These images of revenge vanished 
when the principal, John Dacus, 
walked through the door and sat down 
at his desk. The principal had a blond 
natural grace that made him look 
younger than he actually was. His 
voice had a soothing gravity and his 
smile was disarmingly gentle. He was 
an older, more formidable version of 
the man in the photographs. A quiet 
strength and subterranean power 
exuded from his body with understated 
insistence. It was readily apparent to 
Ben that Dacus was a man of awe
some strength. He was looking over 
Ben's transcript, which a short, blood
less woman had brought from Gui
dance. 

"You're an athlete, Mr. Meecham," 
Mr. Dacus said, studying the tran
script. 

"Yes, sir," Ben answered. 
The telephone rang. Mr. Dacus 

picked it up, grunted monosyllables of 
assent and negation, then hung up. 

"That was the doctor, Mr. 
Meecham. You gave Lee Wicks a bro
ken nose. Doc thinks Red will be okay 
but he has to wait for some X-rays to 
come through before he can tell for 
sure. Now we don't like and we don't 
allow fighting in this school. You just 
tangled with some upriver boys and 
they're about the roughest group of 
white boys in the county. They've 
given me a hard time ever since they 
were in the ninth grade. You swing a 
mighty mean history book, son. Now 
one important question. Red told me 
you picked the fight with him. Is that 
true?" 

"Not exactly, sir." 
"I started it, Mr. Dacus," a voice 

called from outside the door. Mary 
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Anne stepped into the room. "I made 
Ben jump in and help that boy." 

"Who are you, young lady?" the 
principal asked, amused by the intru
sion. 

"Mary Anne Meecham, sir. I'm 
Ben's sister and if anyone should be 
punished for what happened it should 
be me because I told Ben if he didn't 
help that poor boy I was going to help 
him and Ben knew Dad would kill him 
if he ever heard that I got into a fight to 
help someone and Ben chickened out. 
But if you ask me neither one of us 
should get in trouble because those 
tacky, nasty boys deserved everything 
they got. But it was me that started it. I 
made Ben do it." 

"Oh," the principal said. "You 
mean it's that simple." 

Leaning back in his chair, propping 
his feet up on the desk, Mr. Dacus 
picked up the telephone, dialed a 
single digit, and when a voice 
answered, said, "Mrs. Whitlock, send 
me the transcript of Mary Anne 
Meecham, please." He held his hand 
over the receiver and asked, "What 
grade are you in, Miss Meecham?" 

"Eleventh, sir." 
"She's in the 11th grade, Mrs. Whit

lock. Thank you for your trouble," he 
said, replacing the phone on the re
ceiver. "It appears to me that the 
Meechams are an extraordinary fam
ily ... " 

Before he could finish there was a 
determined knock on the door. It was 
Sammy. "Sammy, what can I do for 
you, my friend?" the principal said. 

"Mr. Dacus, I came to tell you that 
this boy fought Red because of me. 
Red was pulling the ol' Hitler routine 
again and this boy stopped him. Now, 
of course, you and I know, Mr. Dacus, 
that if I had gone wild, which I was 
about to do, I would have torn Red and 
his pals apart." 

"Red was sure lucky you didn't go 
wild, Sammy. By the way, you ought 
to convert to Christianity. No relig
ion's worth all the garbage you take," 
Mr. Dacus joked. 

Sammy smiled and said, "Yeah, my 
name sounds real Christian. Sammy 
Wertzberger. I'd fool a lot of goys like 
that." 

Mr. Dacus turned his gaze back on 
Ben. "Where did you learn to fight 
with a history book, Mr. Meechan? Do 
you have something against fists?" 

"I'd have used my fists, sir, but he 
pulled a knife." 

"Are you sure?" the principal asked, 
displaying anger for the first time. 

"Yes sir. He stuck it up to my 
throat." 

"You're lucky he didn't use it on you 
too. Red Pettus is as mean as anybody 
in this school," Sammy said to Ben. 

"That sorry damn pissant," Mr. 
Dacus said. "I warned him not to pull a 
knife on anybody at my school again. 
Were there any other knives pulled or 
was that the only one? Did Wicks pull 
one?" 

"No, sir." Ben answered. "Just 
Red." 

"Well, that does it for him. He's out 
for the year." 

"No sir, don't do that," Ben 
pleaded. "He was just showing off. I 
don't think he'd have cut me." 

"You don't," the principal said. 
"Well ol' Red cut a boy's face real bad 
at this school two years ago. He was in 
a reformatory for six months. The one 
thing you've got to learn in this town, 
Mr. Meecham, is to avoid fighting with 
anybody named Pettus. The Pettus 
family is the meanest upriver family of 
all. I feel sorry for any child stuck with 
that name because it means he's gone 
through the sorriest kind ofupbringing 
possible, but I can't let him go around 
cutting up the other students. No, 
that's the end of the line for Mr. Red 
Pettus." 

"It's dangerous to mess with a Pet
tus," Sammy said to Ben and Mary 
Anne. "But it's even more dangerous 
to mess with Fightin' Sammy 
Wertzberger. Did you see me on top of 
that Heisley jerk, pounding his head 
without mercy, the crowd cheering me 
on, 'amazed at my strength'?" 

Everyone in the room laughed. It 
was the first time Ben had truly re
laxed since he came in the door. He 
was beginning to feel confident in Mr. 
Dacus' s intrinsic sense of justice and 
fair play; his fine, relaxed humor pre
scribed the mood in the room. 

Then the principal said, "You are 
suspended, Mr. Meecham. And so are 
you, Miss Meecham. And so are you, 
Mr. Wertzberger." 

The three of them formed an as
tonished trinity as they stared at Mr. 
Dacus with disbelief. The image of his 
father flashed in Ben's mind. 

"Sir," Ben said. "Could you think of 
another punishment for my sister and 
me?" 

"Like throwing us into a pool of 
piranhas or ripping our fingernails 

Sandlapper 



out?" Mary Anne suggested. 
"It's only going to be for one day. I 

want a chance to talk to Red's little 
gang before you come back to school. I 
don't want them jumping you 
tomorrow. And I want all of you to be 
careful after school today. I know how 
those boys think," Mr. Dacus said 
seriously. 

"How do you know how they think, 
Mr. Dacus?" Mary Anne Asked. 

"Because, honey," Mr. Dacus 
answered, "my mother was a Pettus. 
01' Red is a distant cousin of mine." 

Ben said, "We're worried about our 
father, sir. If he finds out we're sus
pended I could tell him I had a fistfight 
with Judas Iscariot and it wouldn't 
make any difference." 

"I'll call your father and explain. 
He'll understand after I tell him the 
whole story. Leave him to me. Y'all 
just be careful after school. Now get on 
to class and don't worry about your 
father. I'll tell him about the knife." 

"I'll name my first child after you, 
Mr. Dacus," Mary Anne said. 

"I'm naming my first child after 
Judas Iscariot," Sammy said. 

"Thanks, Mr. Dacus," said Ben, ris
ing to leave. 

"Welcome to Calhoun High School, 
brother and sister Meecham," the 
principal said, getting up, and punch
ing Ben on the shoulder in an amicable 
gesture. Ben's shoulder hurt until the 
bell rang at three o'clock releasing the 
students like a pistol at the starting 
blocks. From two-thirty to three, at 
Calhoun High School, and every 
school he had attended, Ben's mind 
wandered far away from the teacher's 
voice and concentrated on the energy 
of escape that poured out of each stu
dent like light, then became some
thing tangible, almost nuclear, some
thing to be reckoned with in the half
hour before reprieve. 

They took their time going home 
that day, reliving the fight again and 
again, proud now oftheir participation 
and of their decision to help Sammy. 
Walking down River Street, they 
stopped at every window and planned 
exorbitant purchases when they made 
their first million dollars. 

"I want a diamond to put in my 
navel," Mary Anne said in front of 
Liebman' s Jewelers. 

"It'd have to be the size of a vol
leyball. Your navel is huge. I saw Okra 
walk across your stomach one time 
and disappear from sight when he hit 
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your bellybutton." 
"Very funny, feces face." 
Past the Palmetto Theatre where 

they studied the stills of coming attrac
tions, past Sarah Poston' s dress shop, 
past the bookstore which contained 
almost no books, and the barbershop 
which was really a pool hall, and the 
bank, which was an old refurbished 
mansion, they walked toward home. 
When they reached, "The Lawn," a 
large greensward that lent its name to 
their neighborhood, with its columned 
white houses arranged around it, Ben 
was the first one to hear the car doors 
slam behind them. As he looked 
around he saw four boys spilling out of 
a 1955 Ford. One of them was Red 
Pettus. 

"Run, Mary Anne," Ben said, look
ing toward his house and seeing his 
father's car in the driveway. "Get Dad, 
quick." 

Mary Anne dropped her books and 
ran with surprising speed for their 
house which was situated at the far 
corner of the rectangle formed by the 
Lawn. Dropping his books, Ben turned 
to face the four antagonists who now 
bore down on him. 

"Don't drop those books, Twinkie. 
'Cause that's the only way you can 
fight." Red snarled, "I thought you 
were gonna stop me with a speller this 
afternoon." 

"Red, I don't have any bone to pick 
with you." 

"Is this the one, little brother?" a 
heavy, narrow-eyed boy said, apprais
ing Ben carefully and moving around 
to his left with an impatient caution. 
He was in his early 20' s and his hands 
were calloused and hard from labor. 
He also had red hair, but of a deeper, 
less offensive color than Red's. 

"Yeah, Mac. This is the Twinkie, 
okay. I guess you don't have any bone 
to pick with me. I sure got a big one to 
pick with you," Red said, going for his 
knife again. "You got me kicked out of 
school for a whole year, Twinkie." 

"Put that knife up, Red. Use your 
fists or nothin' at all," his brother 
warned. Red slipped the knife into his 
back pocket and advanced toward 
Ben. The other two boys, who had re
mained silent, moved behind Ben and 
waited for Red or his brother to make 
the first move. 

"You need three guys to whip me, 
Red. That's pretty chicken," Ben said. 

"I could tear you in half, Twinkie." 
"Why don't you prove it, you 

carrot-topped hick." 
"Let's get him fast, boys, and get the 

hell out of here," Red's brother said. 
"That girl's probably got the cops 
coming already." 

A fist burned into Ben's kidney from 
behind, dropping him down on his 
knees. Another blow caught him flush 
on the cheekbone. He dove at Red's 
legs and succeeded in bringing him to 
the ground. Ben began to swing and 
kick at everything until he himself was 
kicked in the solar plexus and he lay 
gasping for breath, tears rolling down 
his cheeks. 

The station wagon backed out ofthe 
Meecham driveway, came down Eliot 
Street at an unobtrusive pace, then 
accelerated across the Lawn at 50 
miles an hour, stopping between the 
combatants and the '55 Ford parked in 
the road. Two men wearing flight jac
kets jumped from the car, removing 
their jackets as they did so and sling
ing them behind them as they ad
vanced forward toward Ben who had 
quit fighting and had rolled into a de
fensive crouch to minimize the dam
age inflicted by the fists and kicks. 

Ben heard his father say, "Which 
two do you want, Virgil?" 

"Hell, Bull, let me kill all four of 
them by myself. You go back to the 
house and fix a couple of drinks. I 
might even break out into a sweat." 

"No Virge, that wouldn't be fair. I 
don't want you to have all the fun. I 
want to kill at least one of them." 

The four boys were looking for pos
sible routes of escape when Red's 
brother decided that in arbitration lay 
his salvation from this swiftly retro
grading dilemma. He proffered his 
hand to Bull and with a sincere but 
uncertain smile he said, "I've no quar
rel with the Marine Corps. No sir. I've 
always admired and respected the 
Marine Corps." 

"That's mighty nice of you, sir," 
Bull said, taking the boy's hand. "And 
I've got a real feeling your respect for 
the Corps is going to sky-rocket in just 
a few minutes." Bull began to squeeze 
the boy's hand in a pincerlike grip until 
the boy attempted to pull away. Soon 
Bull began to work the bones of the 
boy's right hand against each other, 
applying more and more pressure, 
until the boy began to scream for his 
friends to pull Bull off. Then, without 
haste, Bull waited for the right open-
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ing and hit him with a left cross that 
jerked the boy backward as though he 
had been shot. He would have fallen 
but Bull had not released his hand. 

His breath coming back to him, 
each new lungful of air a gift of infinite 
price, Ben rose to one knee and 
watched the fight with eyes that were 
clouded with pain. He saw Col. 
Hedgepath crouched in a boxing 
stance weaving toward the two boys 
who had attacked Ben from behind. 
One of them began to swing wildly at 
the colonel, who stepped back, and 
aimed a kick that landed solidly in the 
boy's groin. Then, with careful delib
eration and without a wasted move
ment, he punched the other boy to the 
ground with two punches to the 
stomach and two to the face. 

Red circled behind Bull, coming at 
his back carefully. Reaching for his 
knife but thinking better of it, he threw 
himself against the colonel's legs. Bull 
stumbled but did not hit the ground. 
Instead, he lifted his leg and brought 
his shoe down hard on Red's wrist. By 
this time Ben was up and game again, 
his sore places numb and his temper 
deepening into a white heat mani
fested by a low, animal whine emitted 
as he charged the prone figure of Red. 
He left his feet and came down on 
Red's back with his knees, the air 
rushing out of his lungs as though he 
were a beach toy. All four of Ben's 
assailants were stretched out in the 
grass in various postures of defeat and 
pain. Dancing like schoolboys, Bull 
and Virgil went from one boy to the 
other as though touching bases, 
pleading with them to rise and fight 
again. Then Bull, seeing their car 
parked on the road behind his, 
sprinted toward it and mounted the 
front of the car with a single leap. He 
began to leap up and down on the car's 
hood, caving it in to the loud accom
paniment of crumpling steel and Vir
gil's hurrahs. Then, he danced on the 
Ford's roof, leaving footprints of steel 
in his truculent clog across the top of 
the car. As a final signature, he leaped 
from the roof to the trunk and finally 
back to the ground, then still seized 
with a demonic energy released by the 
fight, began pulling Red and his 
friends off the ground and kicked them 
toward the car. 

"If you punks ever mess with my boy 
again," Bull screamed, "they'll find 
pieces of you all over town." 
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That night after dinner Ben came 
downstairs with Mary Anne to say 
good night to the adults. 

"How's my godson?" Virgil Hedge
path said. 

"He's sore, Colonel," Ben 
answered. 

"I'll tell you one thing, Virgil. I didn't 
know Mary Anne could move so fast," 
Bull said. "She ran that hundred yards 
from Ben to the house in just under 
three minutes." 

"You will notice, Poopsy, that I am 
not even vaguely amused by your 
juvenile sense of humor. I look on my
self as the heroine of the entire 
episode. You were the minutemen. I 
was Paul Revere." 

"Well, Mary Anne, I have you to 
thank for one of the most enjoyable 
afternoons I have spent in many a 
year. That reminded me, Bull, of the 
first time we got liberty when our car
rier docked in San Francisco after the 
war," Virgil said. 

"We must have fought with half the 
Pacific fleet during that week and a 
half," Bull said. 

"It looks like my godson, old Marine 
Junior here, can use his fists when it's 
necessary." 

"I got a phone call from your princi
pal, Mr. Dacus today, Ben. He told me 
about the Jew you and Mary Anne 
helped out. I was right proud of both of 
you. I bet the reputation is going to 
spread around that school real fast 
that messing with Meechams is like 
playing with fire." 

Lillian and Paige Hedgepath joined 
their husbands in the den. Lillian 
served coffee to Bull and Virgil, putting 
a shot of Irish whiskey in each cup. 

"I was just trying to talk Paige into 
coming to the tea I'm going to give for 
the senior officers' wives in December, 
Virge. You work on her at home and 
I'll make a novena once a month." 

"Honey," Paige said, "it would take 
a lot more than God and Virgil 
Hedgepath to get me to one of those 
godawful boring teas where those 
dumb wives sit around counting each 
other's wrinkles." 

"Behind every successful Marine of
ficer stands his loyal and uncom
plaining wife," Virgil joked. 

"My tea will be stimulating, Paige. 
That's why I want you to be there so 
much." 

"I've always admired you for not 
going to those silly things, Mrs. 
Hedgepath," Mary Anne said. 

"You may wish everyone good 
night, sugah," Lillian said coldly to her 
daughter. "You too, Ben, my pugilist 
son whom I have failed to raise as a 
gentleman." 

"C'mon, Mama. I was a victim of 
circumstance. I've explained the 
whole thing to you." 

"Yes, you've explained it. You've 
explained that you behaved like a 
beast all day picking one fight after 
another. I thought I was doing a better 
job than that of making you into some
thing a bit more civilized than a chim
panzee." 

"Hell," Bull said to Virgil, "I'd hate 
to be that civilized." 

"You obviously have more of your 
father in you than I thought," Lillian 
said. "Now good night, you two. It's 
been a long day." 

Mary Anne kissed Col. Hedgepath 
on the lips. "Good night, demon 
lover," she said. "Good night, God
zilla," she said to her father. "Good 
night, Paige. Don't you think I'm old 
enough to call you Paige? We're both 
mature women." 

"Hell no," Bull shouted. 
"That's disrespectful," Lillian said 

disapprovingly. 
"Call me Paige when they're not 

around, Mary Anne. That goes for you 
too, Ben. Give me a kiss, Ben." 

"Okay, Mrs. Hedgepath." 
"That's it, golden boy. Get in a few 

brownies before you go to bed," Mary 
Anne said. "Good night, Paige." 

"What've I gotta do. Write you a 
book? It's Mrs. Hedgepath to you," 
Bull said. 

"Hush, Bull," Paige snapped back. 
"Good night, you two. Ben, when are 
you and I going to run off and get mar
ried?" 

"Soon. Very soon," Ben said, smil
ing. His whole body ached and there 
was a sudden pain when he smiled 
through split lips. 

"Those are two fine kids," Virgil 
said after Ben and Mary Anne had left 
the room. 

"They still need to be whipped into 
shape," Bull said. 

"Bull," Paige flared. "Appreciate 
what you have and be damn glad that 
you have it." 

"You know our children look on you 
as their second parents, Paige," Lillian 
said softly. "That must mean some
thing." 

"It does," Paige Hedgepath said, 
close to tears. "It means everything." 

* * * 
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B icentennial projects throughout 
South Carolina range from festivals 
and fireworks to painted fire hy

drants and patio picnics . The statewide 
organization responsible for activities 
has said that everyone should choose 
his own project and make it one that is 
meaningful for him. 

With one of the largest corporate col
lections of South Carolina art in the 
state , South Carolina National Bank 
decided last spring that a commissioned 
exhibit by South Carolina artists would 
be an appropriate bicentennial gift to the 
people . Twelve of the best known artists 
in the state were selected to represent 
the commemoration throughout their 
own eyes . The results encompass 
mediums of sculpture , batik , water
colors , oils and acrylics . 

Technique , style , size and subject 
matter differ greatly to comprise a 
varied , yet unified, presentation 'The 
Bicentennial : An Interpretative Ap
proach ." Previewing in Columbia in 
January, the show will travel through
out 29 cities in South Carolina ending 
December 12 . The largest canvas (48 
inches x 48 inches) depicts an impres
sionistic tidal creek in South Carolina . 
Painted by Walter M. Greer of Hilton 
Head , the piece shows the water's sur-
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face , below the surface and the horizon 
in a flat perspective and is painted in 
subtle colors showing the delicate bal
ance found in nature . 

Greer ties the painting into the Bicen
tennial by saying , " Wilderness Birth 
presents an image of a small mass of 
natural material floating down a South 
Carolina tidal creek , one of the great 
birth places of sea life . The red depicts 
the spark of life beginning in this mass 
and then radiating throughout the 
creek. I see a similarity in the beginning 
of life and spirit whether it be fish , fowl , 
mammal or nation. " 

A totally different approach is re -· 
fl eeted in the batik of Leo F. Twiggs , 
professor of art at S.C . State College . 
His muted batik projects a collage effect 
comprised of faded photographs . He 
says, "To remember the past , to reflect 
on where we were and what we were , 
seem to be a part of the human con
dition . For me , the faint , tattered , faded 
images of old photographs and paint
ings represent symbolic facsimiles that 
we cling to though our memory of the 
actual events inevitably fades like the 
photographs and painting themselves . 
The Bicentennial represents a celebra
tion of remembering which in my paint
ing , I call Commemoration ." 

The only sculpture in the exhibit is by 
Jean McWhorter of Columbia . The 
most active exhibitor and award winner 
of contemporary South Carolina artists, 
McWhorter transforms cast aluminum 
with a hand-rubbed bronze finish into a 
magnificent woman moving up an 
incline . 

McWhorter describes her sculpture, 
entitled Hail Womankind , by saying , 
"This representative woman of history is 
going one step higher . Her movement 
forward brings her ·from the eighteenth 
to the twentieth century . Whether she 
rocked the cradle , loaded muskets or 
rolled bandages , this courageous 
woman of 1776 made 1976 possible . 
The laurel branch in her hand repre
sents her civilized peaceful approach to 
our country's development. " 

The exhibit will be shown not only in 
SCN offices throughout the state, but 
also in museums, libraries. courthouses 
and historical buildings . The bank hopes 
that as many people as possible will visit 
the exhibition to observe not only how 
South Carolina artists view the Bicen
tennial but also to rediscover the quality 
and style of the work now being pro
duced in our state . 
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Robert Mills 
Carolina Swamp 

Chevis Clark 
The Wall 
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Guy Lipscomb 
Horizons for South Carolina 



Jean McWhorter 
Hall Womankind 

~ 

Leo Twiggs 
Commemoration 

Besides Greer, Twiggs and Mc
Whorter, artists included in the exhibi
tion include J. Bardin of Columbia ; 
Chevis Clark of Charleston ; Thomas E. 
Flowers of Greenville; William Halsey of 
Charleston ; Guy F. Lipscomb , Robert 
Mills, Edmu_nd Yaghjian and Gil Petroff, 
all of Columbia and Florence Shennan 
of Greenville . 

Ginny Grose is advertising and public 
relations manager of South Carolina 
National Bank. 

Walter Greer 
Wilderness Birth 
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Henry Savage: Civic Leader 

closer look would tell you that there is far 
more to the man than can be captured in 
such an outline. His interests are as var
ied as his talents, and his devotion to 
Camden is consuming. 

"I wanted to be an engineer," he says 
fingering his short beard, "but 50 years 
ago that would have meant leaving here. 
I took up law so I could stay." It may 
have been his second choice, but the law 
practice he opened in 1926 is so success
ful it now employs one-third of the Cam
den bar. 

In the years which have seen his law 
practice grow, Savage has also found 
time for other things. He has devoted 
almost unlimited time to Camden's de
velopment, served for ten years as the 
town's mayor (1948-1958), written four 
books and is working on a fifth, served 
on numerous boards for both business, 
civic and educational organizations and 
worked untiringly for conservation both 
in South Carolina and throughout the 
nation. 

"It's not the things that appear in 
Who's Who that are important," he says. 
"The really significant achievements are 
more obscure." 

A tour through Camden is all that's 
needed to bring to light some of the 
"obscure" things he refers to. "I planted 
those trees in 1928," he says pointing to 
a row of crepe myrtles. "I had seen some 

~ beautiful small trees in Liberty Hill [just 
north of Camden] and arranged to bring 
some of them down." This interest in 
conservation began as a child and was 
responsible for his becoming one of the 
early tree famers that same year. 

Among other achievements not in
cluded in Who's Who is the active part he 
has taken in bringing industry to Cam
den. "Thirty-five years ago I heard a lady 
from Clemson say that South Carolina 
had the lowest per capita income of any 
state in the Union. That same year Ker
shaw county had the highest birth rate 
and lowest income in the state. I wanted 
to help change that." 

A 
biographical sketch would tell you 
that Henry Savage Jr. is an attorney, 
an author and a businessman. A 

With that goal in mind he went about 
bringing new business to Camden. First 
was the Southern Aviation School, a 
corporate ancestor of what is now 
Southern Airways. Several smaller 
businesses followed, then in 1946 he 
began work on a company that has be
come vital to Kershaw County and a 
chief contributor to the state's economy. 

The company was DuPont, and in 
1946 South Carolina was on the com-
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pany' s list of states not to be considered 
for plant sites. Getting the company to 
reconsider its position, securing the land, 
and making all necessary arrangements 
took Savage a year and a half. Finally 
DuPont agreed that the proposal was 
attractive, but noted that Camden resi
dents might not accept the plant. Im
mediately Savage organized a drive and 
within 24 hours had obtained 6,000 sig
natures on petitions urging DuPont to 
open. "The number may not have been 
that high," he says. "You always seem to 
remember things greater than they were, 
but the petition was the deciding factor. '' 

When DuPont opened the plant in 
1948 it employed 400 people. Today it 
employs 4 ,000. Also because of Du
Pont's satisfaction with Camden, the 
company has expanded into other parts 
of the state and with completion of the 
Charleston plant will employ 15,000 
South Carolina workers. 

Change has also come in other forms. 
In a landmark case brought on his own 
behalf, Savage challenged Kershaw 
County to reassess all property and es
tablish fair market values for tax pur
poses. Previously, identical property 
might have been assessed at values sev-
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Ennis Rees: Poet 

M 
y parents were able and creative people, but not very 
bookish. My grandmother, though , was an inveterate 
reader, and she read the Bible and other stories to my 

brother and me every night as we were going to sleep. I seem to 
have always been interested in poetry and poetry as it relates to 
life and that led me to Homer. And I discovered Whitman rather 
early. From the time I graduated from high school, I knew I 
wanted to write and teach-that was naturally what I wanted to 
do." 

In doing what he naturally wanted to do, Ennis Rees has thus 
far produced a diverse wealth of work. While in college at 
William and Mary, and later at Harvard, he cultivated interests in 
Homer and Elizabethan drama, interests that found their culmi
nation (in 1954) in the publication of his first book, The Trage
dies of George Chapman: Renaissance Ethics in Action. In 1960 
his verse translation of the Odyssey was published, to be fol
lowed, three years later, by his translation of the Iliad. In 1964 his 
book, Poems, was published by the University of South Carolina 
Press, and two years after that, his Fables from Aesop was 
brought out by the Oxford University Press. Selected Poems 
(1973) contains not only an ample selection from his earlier 

era! hundred percent apart, which re
sulted in over-taxation. The suit became 
a model for other counties and brought 
about a uniform method of taxation to 
the state. " Not many people knew it, but 
winning that suit caused my own taxes to 
double, " he says smiling. 

Concerning his books, Savage says, 
" I've never really considered myself a 
writer." He says most of his books have 
come about by accident, but a listener is 
soon convinced that the real force is his 
deep interest in the things that exist 
around him. All of his books have re
ceived national attention and River of the 
Carolinas: The Santee still sells two 
copies every three days. That is quite 
remarkable for a regional book that was 
published over 19 years ago. 

Kershaw County has come a long way 
in the last 50 years, and Henry Savage is 
proud of his part in the area' s progress. 
By chance, on the day of my visit, The 
State newspaper contained an article 
ranking counties on income and educa
tion levels. Kershaw County was fourth . 

works, but also some 80 pages of new 
poetry, including "Daze" and "Snakes 
and Butterflies." This book provides the 
best indication of the current directions 
of his poetry. Still othe r volumes 
exemplify his wide-ranging interest in 
folklore and include several books for 
children, Brer Rabbit and His Tricks , The 
Song of Paul Bunyan and Tony Beaver 
and Riddles, Riddles Everywhere, to 
name only a few. 

In the variety they offer,' these works 
indicate something of the scope of Rees' 
talent. Taken alone, however, they give 
only a narrow view of that talent. For 
more than 20 years, he has dedicated 
himself to teaching as well as to writing. 
After receiving his M.A. and Ph.D. de
grees from Harvard, he taught at Prince
ton and at Duke before coming to the 
University of South Carolina in 1954. As 
a professor of English he has spent a 
good deal of his energy exploring, 
through dialogue with his students, 
forms and expressions of knowledge and 
the ways in which these relate to life. 
Predictably, perhaps, the forms most 
dealt with in Rees' classes are those of 
poetry. However, the emphasis targets 

Dean Horton is a free-lance writer from not only the poetry itself, but also the 
Hanahan . thoughts and questions the poetry gen-
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erates. The students and the teacher and 
their mutual development form the 
focus. In his teaching he strives to be as 
thorough as in his writing, getting be
neath the surface in both cases to find 
that which is " vital and of importance to 
our lives." That he is not in the teaching 
profession merely to buy time for his writ
ing is obvious. In fact, he finds that one 
enhances the other and he therefore 
gives himself fully to both. 

But this is far from being the whole 
story. An athlete in high school (he 
played football and was on the track 
team), Rees continues to allow himself 
time for exercise. Adhering to the classi
cal ideal of both the physical and the 
mental aspects being developed to the 
fullest, he has maintained a youthful ap
proach to life. He is quiet and somewhat 
reserved, weighing his words carefully 
before speaking, but his curiosity, his 
lively interest in everything around him, 
shows in the playful twinkle of his eyes. 
Though he and his wife have raised three 
children, all of them grown now, he 
seems to have come through the experi
ence not worn, but rejuvenated; he looks 
much younger than one would expect a 
man of 51 to look. Perhaps it's the Irish in 
him. Or perhaps it comes from his con
tinual questioning, from his continual 
search for new ideas. 

He is now working on a new book in 
which writing and teaching are related as 
vital, life-enhancing processes. " It' s a 
matter of trying to understand yourself 
and the human condition. For the poet, 
each idea, each search leads to another; 
you might be delving into ten different 
subjects at one time-anything that 
would help your understanding. It's re
ally an ongoing process," so Dr. Rees 
explains the essential motive behind his 
work, whether it be writing or teaching or 
a combination of the two. A descendant, 
by affinity, of Homer and Whitman, 
Ennis Rees speaks an emphatic, unre
lenting yes to life. For this reason, all he 
does has the spark of life, an upward 
movement of positive energy. In the 
midst of so many nay-sayers, in the midst 
of times in which nay-sayers begin to 
seem the only true prophets, we are in
deed fortunate to have even one such 
poet and thinker as Ennis Rees to remind 
us otherwise. 

Eric Hartley, a nati~e of Hartsville, is a 
poet and free -lance writer from Colum 
bia. 
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Mf Paine & Mf Laurens 

by William Ricketson and Jerome Wilson 

I f you ask the man on the street to 
tell you something about Henry 
Laurens , he might scratch his head 

a bit and finally reply , "There's a town 
over near Greenwood named after 
him ." He might add-hesitantly-as an 
afterthought : "Didn't he have some
thing to do with the Revolution?" 
Indeed he did , and so did his son Lt . 
Col. John Laurens . These two native 
sons made significant contributions in 
that struggle which began in 1776 . In 
his 1915 biography of Henry Laurens , 
David D. Wallace , a prominent South 
Carolina historian , viewed Laurens as a 
man in close association with the great 
leaders of the Revolution , men like 
Washington , Jefferson and Franklin . 
Wallace makes no mention , however , 
of Laurens' friendship with Thomas 
Paine , that "firebrand of the Revolu
tion" whose pamphlet Common Sense 
urged the vacillating colonists to a 
course of separation and whose series 
of Crisis papers rallied their flagging 
spirits whenever setbacks occurred dur
ing the prosecution of the long war. This 
missing information on the relationship 
between Paine and the Laurenses 
makes an interesting chapter in itself 
and , in fact , may be considered an ad-
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dendum to the biography . These de
tails-far from negating the work of the 
biographer-simply serve to add a bit of 
new color to the somewhat faded por
trait which Wallace drew for us 60 years 
ago . 

The considerable body of Paine
Laurens correspondence indicates that 
the two men were more than casual ac
quaintances. If Wallace knew of this 
relationship , he might purposefully 
have omitted it when he came to write 
Laurens's biography . Throughout the 
nineteenth century and well into the 
twentieth century , Paine was a man 
held in disrepute , scorned largely be
cause of his attack on organized religion 
in the controversial Age of Reason . 
While his deistic views were actually no 
more radical than those of most edu
caded men of his day , their outspoken
ness offended many people , especially 
clergymen . Even Theodore Roosevelt , 
reflecting popular opinion , once re 
ferred to Paine as that "filthy little 
atheist. " Wallace's omission , therefore , 
may have been intentional and due to 
his deference to a reading public still 
generally hostile to Paine in 1915. 

Laurens would have met Paine when 
he came to Philadelphia in 1777, and 

SOUTH CAROLINA 
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Paine was no doubt impressed by this 
soft-spoken Southerner who had been 
unanimously elected president of the 
Continental Congress to succeed John 
Hancock . In the spring of 1778 we find 
Paine writing to Laurens , not on the 
business of the Congress , but a familiar 
letter in a somewhat whimsical vein on 
"the various classes and merits of men 
in society so far as they are related to 
each other ." Essentially a statement of 
the physiocratic doctrine that farmers 
and cultivators are the most useful class 
of citizens, the letter concludes on the 
following imaginative note : "Perhaps 
you will say that in this classification of 
citizens I have marked no place for my
self; that I am neither farmer , mechanic , 
merchant nor shopkeeper. I believe , 
however, I am of the first class . I am a 
farmer of thoughts , and all the crops I 
raise , I give away . I please myself with 
making you a present of the thoughts of 
this letter. " 

During that same spring Paine writes 
again to Laurens , this time on a more 
serious matter of immediate concern , 
one "which I think deserves the atten
tion of Congress ," he says. Certain in
dividuals who had been arrested in 
Pennsylvania for attempting to pass 
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counterfeit Continental currency were to do honor to the cause ," Paine 
likely to get off scot-free because of the declares . Had he desired to charge 
particular wording of the state law . more than a shilling a copy , he could 
Paine passes along the details of the have made more than a 1,000 pounds 
case to Laurens in hopes that he would from the sale in Philadelphia alone , he 
call Congress's attention to the necessity says. Never possessed of an inordinate 
of acting on offenders in any instance amount of modesty , Paine writes that 
where local laws might allow them to the effect of his work was such that "if it 
escape punishment. had not appeared , and that at the exact 

Not long after this incident Paine and time it did , the Congress would not now 
Laurens both became involved in the have been sitting where they are ." And 
famous-or infamous, depending upon that is probably true , of course . 
which account one reads-Silas Deane Deprived of his secretarial salary and 
affair , and both emerged from it sadder all the profits from his writings given 
but wiser men . Central to the contra- away , Paine laments his desperate 
versy was the question of whether or financial situation in a letter to Laurens 
not military supplies furnished to the the following September (1779) : "I 
Americans by the French government think I have a right to ride a horse of my 
were to be regarded as a gift or a loan . own ," he writes , "but I cannot now 
Deane , one of the three Congression- even afford to hire one . . .. " Lack of 
ally appointed comm1ss1oners to paper for printing , he complains , even 
France , became involved in shady fi- prevents him from carrying out his plan 
nancial manipulations and was finally to publish a history of the Revolution. 
recalled to testify before Congress. " ... I know your friendship and you a 
When the affair reached scandal pro- great deal of my situation ," he con
portions, Deane libeled Congress in an eludes , "[and] I can with more ease 
open letter to the newspapers . Con- communicate them to you than to 
gress, divided into pro- and anti-Deane - another. " While we find no explicit 
factions , failed to act against Deane and request for a loan here , we may assume 
Laurens resigned his presidency in pro- that if the wealthy Laurens rose to the 
test. At this point Paine entered the bait and offered him money , it is very 
controversy. As secretary to the Con- likely that Paine took it. 
gressional Committee on Foreign Af- More interesting still is the connection 
fairs , he was sworn not to divulge con- between Paine and Laurens's son , 
fidential information which he had ac- John . Few men more dedicated to the 
quired as a consequence of his position. Revolutionary cause can be found than 
He violated this pledge when he made young John Laurens. An aide to Wash
public the information that the supplies ington , Laurens was so devoted to the 
which Deane claimed he had been re- general that he fought a duel with Gen . 
sponsible for acquiring were actually Charles Lee , who had spoken insolently 
promised by the French government to the commander-in-chief. Voted a 
before Deane even arrived there . lieutenant colonel by Congress , 
France, who could not afford to admit Laurens served in the Northern cam
that she had given aid to America paigns with distinction , and when the 
before the alliance had been concluded , fighting abated in the North , he went 
protested strongly to Congress , which south and took a leading part in the 
called Paine before it for questioning but South Carolina and Georgia cam
would not allow him to testify in his own paigns . 
behalf . Denied an opportunity to pre- Late in the fall of 1780 Congress 
sent his case , Paine , too , resigned his estimated that $8 million would have to 
position . be raised if the war were to be con-

Little more than a month later Paine tinued . Since it was obvious that the 
writes again to Laurens , the bulk of this money could not be obtained in this 
letter consisting of a long autobiographi- country, Paine drew up a letter to 
cal sketch. This is an especially valuable Comte Vergennes , the French Foreign 
letter because it furnishes the historian Minister , informing him that America 
with important details concerning the would not be able to carry on the war 
publication of Common Sense. Paine unless France came to her aid . The 
tells Laurens that he arranged with the letter was brought to the attention of 
publisher for his share of the profits from Congress, which then appointed the 
the sale of the pamphlet to be used to 26-year-old Laurens envoy extraordi
purchase mittens for the troops then nary, his express mission to apprise the 
about to depart for Quebec . "I did this French government of America's im-
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mediate need . Laurens told Paine that 
he "was not enough acquainted with 
political affairs , nor with the resources of 
the country , to undertake the mission ," 
but , he continued , "if you will go with 
me, I will accept it. " Paine agreed to go 
merely as a companion , paying his own 
expenses. 

According to Vergennes , young 
Laurens almost ruined their chances for 
success by his disregard of diplomatic 
forms , his impetuosity and his insist
ence . We must remember , however , 
that Laurens was acutely aware of the 
dire condition of the American troops 
and that as Wallace notes , the very fate 
of America in large measure hinged on 
the success of the mission . After six 
weeks of promises and no action , 
Laurens became understandably im
patient. When the French finally acted , 
however , they generously provided 
$2.5 million livres in silver and several 
shiploads of military supplies . When the 
vessels reached Boston , 16 oxcarts 
were needed to convoy the silver to 
Philadelphia , where half of it was used 
to establish what later became the Bank 
of North America . This infusion of 
money and material did much to restore 
the public's confidence in the army , and 
the timely work of Paine and Laurens in 
pressing for immediate delivery and in 
getting the supplies to the troops 
promptly in a time of need rendered 
America an invaluable service. 

In the spring of 1782 Laurens an
swered Paine's inquiry concerning his 
horse , which Paine had been caring for 
since Laurens had returned to South 
Carolina . " If he can be of any service to 
you ," he writes , "I entreat your accep
tance of him , more especially if you will 
make use of him in bringing you to a 
country (Carolina) where you will be 
received with open arms , and all that 
affection and respect which our citizens 
are anxious to testify to the author of 
Common Sense and the Crisis . Adieu! I 
wish you to regard this part of America 
(Carolina) as your particular home
and everything that I can command in it 
to be in common between us ." 

Four months later John Laurens was 
dead , killed in a minor skirmish , vir
tually the last man to be killed in the 
war . Paine never came to South Caro
lina , choosing instead to return to 
Europe , where he pressed for reforms 
which would bring to every man the 
measure of personal freedom which he 
had obtained in America . But certainly 
he would have concurred with Wash-
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ington, who wrote of young Laurens: 
"No man possessed more of the amor 
patriae. In a word, he had not a fault , 
that I could ever discover, unless in
trepidity bordering on rashness could 
come under that denomination; and to 
this he was excited by the purest 
motives." 

There are two major historiographical 
views of the American Revolution. On 
the one hand, there is the traditional 
view that the Revolution was the work 
of superpatriots who, denouncing the 
tyranny of George III, abruptly over
turned society in America; on the other 
hand, recent scholarship has empha
sized the conservative character of the 
American Revolution-in a word , 
evolution instead of revolution. Many of 
these recent writers insist that, in con
trast to the French radicals who began a 
new regime in 1789 and the Russian 
Bolsheviks who made a clear break with 
the past in 1917, the American revolu
tionaries were merely demanding their 
rights as Englishmen. Adherents to this 
view have paid more attention to 
Washington, Jefferson and Franklin 
than to the radical firebrand Thomas 
Paine. Hence a re-emphasis on the im
portance of conservatives in the Revo
lution such as Henry Laurens and his 
son, John, is not only justified but ap
propriate, for both were slow to take 
offense against the crown and held to 
the idea of Empire as long as possible. 
They must, in this sense, be associated 
with conservatives of the Revolutionary 
period, and possibly for this reason his
torians have failed to note the strong ties 
of friendship between Paine and the 
Laurenses. 

There are elements of truth in both 
the traditional and the more modern 
ideas about the Revolution; moreover, 
a more serviceable theory, one which 
tends to hold the scales even, may be to 
see the Revolution as a combination of 
radical impulse-exemplified by 
Paine-and conservative action-ex
emplified by the Laurenses. The merg
ing of these two forces is symbolized by 
a unique incident in which Paine was 
introduced to the great English states
man, Edmund Burke, through a letter 
from Henry Laurens. Whereas Laurens 
and Burke appear to have been cast in 
the same conservative mold on the 
issue of Revolution, Paine and Burke 
held opposing opinions. Burke went on 
to criticize the radicalism of the French 
Revolution in Reflections on the Revo
lution in France and Paine attacked 
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ington , who wrote of young Laurens : 
"No man possessed more of the amor 
patriae . In a word , he had not a fault , 
that I could ever discover , unless in
trepidity bordering on rashness could 
come under that denomination ; and to 
this he was excited by the purest 
motives. " 

There are two major historiographical 
views of the American Revolution. On 
the one hand , there is the traditional 
view that the Revolution was the work 
of superpatriots who , denouncing the 
tyranny of George III , abruptly over
turned society in America ; on the other 
hand , recent scholarship has empha
sized the conservative character of the 
American Revolution-in a word , 
evolution instead of revolution . Many of 
these recent writers insist that , in con
trast to the French radicals who began a 
new regime in 1789 and the Russian 
Bolsheviks who made a clear break with 
the past in 1917 , the American revolu
tionaries were merely demanding their 
rights as Englishmen. Adherents to this 
view have paid more attention to 
Washington , Jefferson and Franklin 
than to the radical firebrand Thomas 
Paine . Hence a re-emphasis on the im
portance of conservatives in the Revo
lution such as Henry Laurens and his 
son , John , is not only justified but ap
propriate , for both were slow to take 
offense against the crown and held to 
the idea of Empire as long as possible . 
They must , in this sense , be associated 
with conservatives of the Revolutionary 
period, and possibly for this reason his
torians have failed to note the strong ties 
of friendship between Paine and the 
Laurenses . 

There are elements of truth in both 
the traditional and the more modern 
ideas about the Revolution ; moreover , 
a more serviceable theory , one which 
tends to hold the scales even , may be to 
see the Revolution as a combination of 
radical impulse-exemplified by 
Paine-and conservative action-ex
emplified by the Laurenses . The merg
ing of these two forces is symbolized by 
a unique incident in which Paine was 
introduced to the great English states
man , Edmund Burke , through a letter 
from Henry Laurens . Whereas Laurens 
and Burke appear to have been cast in 
the same conservative mold on the 
issue of Revolution , Paine and Burke 
held opposing opinions. Burke went on 
to criticize the radicalism of the French 
Revolution in Reflections on the Revo
lution in France and Paine attacked 
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Coming Up This Season 
at the HoJo 

GOLF-Located on the Grand Strand's Golden St ri p, the new Howard Johnson Ocean Resort is 
surrounded by more than 25 cham pio nship golf co urses. And they are all for you r enjoyment 
whether partak in g of our low-priced, top-service gol f packages or as a regu lar guest. 

FIREWORKS-And a new t ype of enterta inment and exci tement has been added to your vaca
t ion at the HoJo-f ireworks each weekend w ith a real .. blast .. planned !or all the family. It adds 
even an other colorful flavor to our 28 types of ice cream' 

CHARTER FISHING-Ever wanted to do some deep-sea fishing? HoJo offers something new 
for their guests with charter f ishing to the Gulf St ream. We furn ish ,t AL L in th is special package: 
you just enjoy the exh il irating feeling of sea spray and f ishing ' 

SAILING-Sail ing , sw imming , sunbath ing , shel l hu nting or strolling can be a true beach adven
ture on the Go lden Stri p. The beaches are w ider and whiter , the air is fresher and the sun brighter 
at Howard John son's Ocean Resort. 

TENNIS-Tenni s courts abound on the Grand Strand and the wea ther ,s always right. So. even 
if you don't have t ime to stay long enough fo r golf ing, take advantage of ou r LOW rates and enjoy 
the game of " love." 

ENTERTAINING-The night wouldn't be fini shed without a to p meal in our res taurant. an after
dinner drink in our lounge and danc ing to the mu sic of top entertainers in our showroom. Some of 
the biggest names in popular entertainment today wil l be your hosts fo r music. fun and a time you 
won 't forget. 

Add all thi s together with your own private ocean front room , personalized service, the most 
exqui si te stretch of beach in the Caroli nas and you have the HoJo-Howard Joh nson's Ocean 
Resort ' 

--- - - . ----------- - ------------- -

MOWARD 
Jownson·s 

OCEAN RESORT 
Call : (803) 449-61 64 

for reservations 

Please send me in format ion on rates and reservat ions for a 
" Vacation Unforgettab le" at Howard John son's Ocean 
Resort. 

Name 

Address 

City State Zip _ ___ _ 
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QUALITY 

Burke's ideas in Rights of Man. But 
Paine and Laurens remained friends 
and the Paine-Laurens correspondence 
went on . As late as 1791 when Rights of 
Man was receiving wide attention , 
Paine wrote from London that "a letter 
is somewhere in the city for me from 
Mr. Laurens of South Carolina ." 

In conclusion , perhaps we should 
view this heretofore unexplored rela
tionship between Paine and the 
Laurenses as symbolizing an energy 
producing interaction between conser
vatives and radicals which gave the 
American Revolution its distinctive 
character. But let us not fail to see this 
relationship , too , as a unique episode in 
our national past, a time when by 
chance the life-paths of three very dif
ferent but very brave men converged 
and in converging shaped our destiny . 

William F. Ricketson is professor of 
history and chairman of the Department 
of Social Sciences at Lander College. 
Jerome D. Wilson is assistant professor 
of humanities at Lander and is com 
pleting a critical-analytical study of 
Thomas Paine 's writings for the Twayne 
United States Author series . 

Included throughout, from your spacious room, to our unique 
restaurant and lounge. 

SERVICE 

Charlotte's only full service motor inn, including valet and free 
limousine service. 

CONVENIENCE 

Everything is planned for your comfort ... and only five minutes 
from Douglas Airport in South Charlotte. 

Rodeway Inn Woodlawn 1-77 and Woodlawn Rd. • 
Call 800 228-2000 for toll free reservations. 

® 
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T 
he idea of an excursion south to 
climb the Mexican volcanoes came 
after a successful climbing trip to 

the high mountains of Colorado and 
Wyoming during the previous summer. 
Although somewhat apprehensive, I 
firmly believed that I could withstand 
the rather formidable hurdles of high
altitude mountaineering; indeed, all 
three of the largest cinder cones are 
higher than 17,000 feet. My climbing 
friends urged me first of all to attempt 
Pico de Orizaba , the highest of the 
three . At 18,851 feet she stood as a 
lofty call to my burgeoning desires of 
mountaineering, and since I had gradu
ated from Furman in 1972 and was 
recently discharged from the Army , I 
had the time and finances to set the 
wheels of a mini-expedition in motion. 
But first I needed people, more than 
two but certainly not 10 or 12, remem
bering that an article in a mountaineer
ing magazine said that the small expedi
tion is best. The volcanoes are appar
ently feeling the ecological impact of a 
growing number of climbers who, like 
myself , see the peaks as a first alterna
tive in serious climbing and troop south 
en masse when the time is right. After 
several months of letter writing and per
sonal visits, I found my companions: 
Joe Ashley, a Furman graduate of 
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1973; Richard Whaley, a former Fur
man student and now Summerville's 
premier free-lance photographer; and 
Peter Wyeth, a sophomore at Furman 
and current president of the university 
Outing Club. We all became good 
friends through our association within 
this organization, and it was under club 
sponsorship that we made the expedi
tion. 

The day after Christmas Joe, Richard 
and I set out for Atlanta to rendezvous 
with Peter. Upon our arrival Peter was 
dumbfounded at the look of Richard's 
yellow Mazda with packing overflowing 
into the back seat. After loading Peter's 
gear, the car was a sight-a parody of 
Steinbeck's Okies. But our high spirits 
prevailed as we rocketed off down the 
interstate, pelted with loose items at 
every lurch of Richard's determined 
driving. 

We drove in shifts; I headed the first 
page of the journal we would keep, 
"The Palmetto State Orizaba Expedi
tion." From here on to the border the 
trip was uneventful. An occasional oil 
well reared its tower as we crossed the 
flood plains of Louisiana, and Texas 
was as big as everyone says it is; we did 
not reach the streets of Laredo until 1 
a.m. on the 28th. We crossed the Rio 
Grande, into the red tape. I did not 

realize that we had arrived in Mexico 
until a sleepy-eyed, mustachioed cari
acuture directed our car into an inspec
tion station and made a cursory search 
of our trunk baggage and packs. We 
were not running guns so no fuss was 
made. We got our tourist cards and 
Richard purchased Mexican car insur
ance. 

After these formalities we departed 
the checkpoint. A fly-by-night banker 
wasted no time in pouncing on four un
suspecting gringos, offering all too 
politely to change our dollars into 
pesos. We politely declined and sped 
into the darkness. 

During the night we moved steadily 
southward through the moonlit ranges 
of the Sierra Madre Oriental. We were 
tired and changed drivers frequently. I 
had never thought that I could sleep in a 
sitting position, head bowed, until Joe 
awakened me for my turn at dawn. 
Spirits were still high and we gazed in 
silent admiration at the countryside now 
turning increasingly barren as we sliced 
through the tall mountains onward into 
the Central Plateau. I was amazed at the 
speed with which we encountered the 
environment. 

We started to slowly unwind a bit in 
this strange land , cautiously assuming 
the role of tourists. At one stop a be-
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spectacled senor showed his fine hand
woven woolen rugs and serapes to the 
group. There was something too cordial 
in his manner and we left empty
handed. "We don't know the trading 
value of a peso yet ," Peter warned. We 
sampled the local Coca Cola ; "Hecho 
en Mexico" was stamped on the bottle 
and this was the only difference in the 
Real Thing-that, and the fact that it 
was never cold enough . We ate no food 
and drank no water. 

As any Sunday morning travelogue 
will tell you, Mexico is a land of striking 
contrasts and the New , exemplified by 
motor vehicles , highways and modern 
buildings , seems incongruous when 
viewed within the classic context of the 
Old, typified by donkeys , oxcarts and 
adobe houses. I was driving when we 
reached Mexico City some 850 long 
miles from the border. The metropolis is 
vast , modern and smoggy , a reminder 
of the Los Angeles I have only read 
about and seen on television . At day's 
end the setting sun stabbed through the 
pervading layer that enveloped us . My 
main concern , however , was traffic and 
we were in the thick of rush hour. I was 
lost and felt victimized as thousands of 
Mexicans roared past me on the six
lane expressway , because they knew 
where they were going . Richard , map in 
hand , navigated for me when not 
thrusting his Pentax out of the window 
snapping classic scenes. We were spun 
off the merry-go-round and ended up at 
the international Airport where we 
broke to exchange currency and dine. 

After 250 kilometers of wrong turns , 
we rolled into the village of Tlachichuca , 
starting point for the trek into Orizaba . I 
didn't expect to find anyone up at this 
hour to give us further directions to the 
peak ; the town seemed deserted with 
only a lone friar standing in the steeple 
of the village chapel to persuade us 
otherwise. We were just glad to be here , 
as sick of the car as we were . We 
bivouacked in a nearby cornfield and 
tried to catch up on the sleep that three 
days of continuous driving had robbed . 

Next morning we ate a quick break
fast and made ready for five days on the 
mountain . We drove to the village gas 
station to ask directions. An American , 
the first we had seen south of the 
border , informed us that the trail was 
passable by car and that it would not be 
necessary to rent a jeep "taxi. " Without 
delay Richard nodded approval and re
ceived directions to the start. From the 
beginning the going was so rough that 
the packs on the car top , now bulging 
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with mountain paraphernalia, lurched 
forward onto the windshield . The only 
solution was to cram them into the back 
seat with Pete and me . Whaley con
tinued driving carefully up the road 
trying desperately to avoid the numer
ous ruts and potholes. Even so the car 
slammed and dragged its way along . I 
winced as each bump dug crampon 
points and pack frame into my back . 
Volcanic dust was our major problem , 
though ; it coated everything in a 
uniform layer that couldn't be scraped 
off by windshield wipers or brushed off 
our bodies . When we stopped to take 
pictures or ask directions , this fine vol
canic ash enveloped the car and blotted 
our everything for an instant. During the 
course of each stop Joe shook literally 
handfuls of it from the engine air filter. 

We passed through two adobe hut 
villages interspersed with numerous 
cornfields lying fallow under the dry 
winter sun. Quickly the scene changed 
to grassland and pine forest as we 
chugged ever higher. The road , at times 
little more than a rutted donkey path, 
steepened and undulated all the more . 
Along with the altitude, this made the 
car function so poorly that Joe and I 
walked behind to ease the load. Finally 
at 12,000 feet it coughed and sputter
ed , settled into a rut and died . 

We shouldered heavy packs for the 
remaining 2 ,000 feet and were just 
about to set out from the car when the 
"taxi" happened upon the scene . With 
Peter doing the talking , we conned the 
two Mexican drivers into taking us to the 
shelter hut for half-fare . With six men 
and four packs loaded in the tiny jeep 
we were every bit as crowded as we had 
been in the car .. I rode perched atop the 
wheel housing , clutching the aluminum 
and canvas support in mortal dread as 
we careened wildly up the impossibly 
steep trail. Several times the top-heavy 
vehicle almost pitched down the rocky 
embankment , but the grubby-faced 
native pressed onward seemingly ob
livious to the dangers . We arrived at the 
shelter; thankfully we disembarked , 
paid the drivers and viewed the hut and 
surrounding area with the dazed expres
sions of altitude-dizzy tourists rather 
than seasoned mountaineers . 

Air is thin at 13,800 feet . Right away I 
developed a headache. We did nothing 
more than lug our packs into the hut 
and throw them upon a large shelf 
which served as our bedding area . The 
Refugio Grande itself was a replica of a 
hotel from a Monopoly board game -

very high , constructed of volcanic stone 
with a shallow sloping V-roof. Inside , 
opposite the bed shelves , stood two 
long wooden cooking tables . Windows 
opened directly above the tables to a 
view of the summit crater some 5,000 
feet above . Overall the hut appeared to 
be strongly built , functional and covered 
with the ever-present dust . 

Joe and I set about preparing dinner: 
Freeze-dried food from here on out , 
and I wolfed down my share of a four
man beef stroganoff dish. I stepped out
side to wash dishes in the twilight and 
suggested that we hike to the crest of a 
nearby ridge to catch the view. Peter 
and Richard declined my offer so Joe 
and I set out alone , heads throbbing in 
rhythm to the pounding of our feet . We 
slogged through a volcanic dust slide 
and up a short rock gorge to the ridge . 

Thirty minutes elapsed , the moon 
rose in the east and in the reflection of 
her full light we swore we could see the 
shimmering waters of the Gulf. Our 
eyes were then magnetically drawn up 
the ridge and a prominent shoulder to 
the snow-capped summit of Pico de 
Orizaba . Like a precious pearl she 
gleamed , her beauty further enhanced 
by clusters of heavenly orbs shining 
down upon her with the radiance of so 
many diamond brooches . Indeed , in 
rituals past , the Indians reverently re
ferred to her as "Citlatepetl ," Mountain 
of Starlight . Not since the mid-1500s 
has she erupted . Beneath her snowline 
cinders and sponge rock lay so many 
dead spores cast adrift by the explosive 
winds of the parent. Joe and I stared in 
awe at the breathtaking sight ; we both 
attempted time-exposed photos of one 
of the most magnificent vistas we ever 
encountered on the trip . 

It was turning cold and windy , so we 
returned to the hut , tired from the 
events of a long day . We tiptoed past 
row after row of sleeping climbers; like 
cadavers they were , lying so still inside 
their fluffy down sleeping bags . Our two 
were no exception ; we joined them and 
dozed off. I got very little sleep during 
the evening . All too often I arose with a 
start , gasping for breath and undergoing 
a trying manifestation referred to as 
Cheyne-Stokes periodic breathing: 
rapid irregular breathing due to this air. I 
turned over on my back ; a little help 
here , I thought , but still no slumber. 

The next day was a practice session 
to familiarize ourselves with the route 
and our equipment . Underlying all the 
external preparation was the intent for 
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further acclimatization by a day's easy 
conditioning activities. After breakfast 
Peter set out for individual practice on 
the mountain. Joe and I, determined to 
practice as a team, packed emergency 
gear and departed the hut at late 
morning. Richard meanwhile went back 
to the Mazda to pick up more film . 

The two of us first encountered the 
loose volcanic rock of the talus slope 
that underlies the snowline a long mile 
distant. The line appeared deceptively 
through the rock debris . Our untried 
legs slid a half-step back . Under a fierce 
midday sun we wended our way past 
the final boulder platforms to the start of 
the snow slope. Dark plastic ski goggles 
atop sunglasses warded off the increas
ing glare. After fiddling with our cram
pons and devising a system of roping 
up, we were ready to press onward to 
new heights. Here at the snowline we 
were two and a half times as high as Mt. 
Mitchell, highest point in the eastern 
United States. 

We spent two hours hiking on the 
snow slope and then returned to the hut 
to compare notes with Peter who re 
turned earlier . I suffered from mild alti
tude sickness and all of us fought head
aches. Because of shortages of cram
pons and ice axes, Richard and Pete 
would try for the summit tomorrow with 
Joe and I having our go on New Year's 
Day. 

In the early morning light Peter and 
Richard set out. Ashley and I awakened 
later to search for their progress through 
the hut windows. We were never able to 
spot them because there were many 
other parties on the slope appearing as 
mite-sized specks. We became con
cerned and anxiously awaited their 
return. Finally at midafternoon Peter 
ambled slowly into the hut but not 
before Richard was spotted above de
scending the trail. He entered minutes 
later and between bated breaths and 
with glazed expressions of fatigue, the 
two gave us their account of their 
summit day : Neither made the top. 
From the beginning , Peter left Richard 
behind on the boulder path. Richard 
couldn 't keep up with him . He pushed 
on and on stopping only for short food 
and water breaks. At 18,000 feet he 
had the misfortune of bending his ill
fitted right crampon so badly he could 
not continue. It was a noble solo effort 
that came so close . 

Richard did not object to Peter out
pacing him from the start; he turtled his 
way up , resting frequently. He reached 
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a flat snow saddle at 16 ,500 feet divid
ing the lower snow slope from the steep 
upper section and started up. He had 
not gone far when one of his crampons 
slipped off his boot. Unable to gain foot
ing on the icy surface, Richard plum
meted downward on his back. Before 
he could turn and arrest his fall , he had 
dropped over 50 feet. For Richard this 
incident marked the end of his summit 
day ; he was too exhausted and too 
shaken by the fall to go on. 

Joe and I resolved that the same 
problems wouldn 't impede our attempt 
in any way . The next morning , while 
Joe cooked chili , I slipped on boots and 
lace-style gaiters and packed up . We 
finished eating, quickly packed our 
remaining gear and departed at 5:30 
under the well -wishes of Peter and 
Richard lying snugly in their bags . At 
first light Ashley and I paused halfway 
up the debris to take a panorama shot of 
the "Refugio Grande" with a fish-eye 
lens camera that Richard had provided. 
We trudged up to the snow and rigged 

"Connor, 

I don't think 

I can make it." 

ropes and laced crampons with the ef
ficiency of experienced mountaineers . 
As we did so a trio of gung-ho climbers 
stormed past us . 

The two of us wasted little time mar
veling at the group which disappeared 
into the blinding sun . I set out toward 
the saddle , seeking the path of least 
resistance with Joe following a quarter 
rope length behind . He fell behind a bit 
and his tight rope often told me I was 
moving too fast. We experienced little 
difficulty in reaching the level area . 
Finally on a flat boulder outcropping we 
broke for a lunch of candy bars and 
lemonade . We eyed an azure-colored 
mountain tent pitched nearby; we 
looked above and below hoping to see 
the owners but no one was in sight. 
Sitting here , it seemed that the moun
tain was ours alone . Before setting out 
we applied further coats of sun cream as 
a defense against the ever-harshening 
glare of high altitude. 

We zigged left and zagged right to 

fight the slope angle. I led ; Joe led. 
Breathing became an arduous task; I 
couldn't seem to get a rhythm going. I 
tried counting; one, plant the ice axe; 
two , move one foot up ; three , move the 
other foot up ; four, breathe deeply. Still 
there could be no syncopation and we 
both stopped constantly. On my lead I 
crossed a small crevasse by stepping 
across a narrow snow bridge . My move 
left Ashley questioning and discour
aged; he insisted we maneuver side
ways, straddling the crevasse between 
us until he could step across. This done, 
we took a well-deserved rest. The alti
tude now approached 18,000 feet , it 
was midafternoon and he was especially 
tired. We talked for a brief instant . 

"Connor , I don't think I can make it ," 
Joe murmured. 

"Well," I replied, "We're getting in 
sight of the crater lip and besides we can 
bivouac on the summit if we have to. 
We have all the gear and I don't think 
we should turn back now . I'm sure you 
can hack it to the top. " 

With renewed determination we con
tinued upward. I led up to a snow ridge , 
ascended it and there before our eyes 
was the crater rim. A small knoll lay 
further to our front ; relentlessly I 
marched up to the crest thinking I had 
topped the high point. I was frustrated 
to discover that the summit block lay 
further on. It was unmistakable in the 
distance with its marker protruding from 
its top. Breathlessly , silently we sur
mounted this last obstacle and gazed at 
Mexico from her highest point. My first 
emotion was sudden relief; for an in
stant I thought back on all the effort it 
had taken to be here and I choked up . 
Our goal had been realized too sud
denly to comprehend it rationally . 

Quickly I manipulated my camera to 
take a self-timed photo of the two of us 
flanking the ungainly summit marker . A 
large N-shaped mass of rusted steel , it 
appeared as the oversized product of a 
toy erector set , and its presence in this 
natural setting seemed awkward . The 
formality completed , we descended 50 
feet and Joe selected a sloping camp 
sight on dirt beneath an ice shelf . It was 
4 :30 in the afternoon with two hours of 
daylight left , but the day's efforts had 
begun to tell on us. Shivering and shak
ing we rolled out our sleeping bags and 
inserted them into our backpacks for 
support against the steepness of the 
slope. We retired for the evening, too 
exhausted to fix dinner. 

Unbelievably we slept straight 
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through a calm night without interrup
tions. Awakening to the sight of the 
shadow of the peak arching in perfect 
symmetry away from the rising sun , our 
minds were in a dazed , euphoric state; 
the long sleep had hardly refreshed us . 
Every task at this altitude was per
formed in clumsy slow motion. I set a 
pot of water to boil on my butane stove 
then lurched and upset the boiling 
liquid . We drank only a cup of cocoa for 
breakfast. 

All too slowly we walked down ; my 
lack of nourishment had robbed my 
body of vital energy, and my legs were 
too sore to descend constantly without 
periodic rest stops. At one point I 
slipped down the icy face . As I yelled 
"falling" out of rock-climbing reflex , I 
watched Joe flatten into a self-arrest 
position and managed to catch myself 
with braced ice axe as the rope drew 
tight between us. 

Joe took the lead and on the lower 
slope we met a Rainier guide who , 
noting our haphazard progress , asked 
how we were faring . I admitted my 
plight and he steadied me from behind 
with a section of rope until the slope 
lessened. After a 100 feet he decided I 
was fine and departed for the hut with 
our hearty thank-you's echoing in his 
ears. We reached the boulders without 
further stops and continued on down to 
Peter and Richard who met us on the 
trail with water , candy and many ques
tions. 

Back at the Refugio we devoured a 
dinner that Richard had prepared. We 
paused to reflect on our struggles ; Joe 
and I realized that we went too high too 
quickly , but our pride at having 
achieved the summit over-shadowed 
this fact. We were much the wiser from 
our experience, and future moun
taineering trips would doubtessly de
mand it. 

Morale was surprisingly high as we 
started the long haul back home . I had 
obtained my summit as had Joe , 
though he , like the rest of us , would like 
to have seen more of the country. Al
though his car will never be the same , 
Richard had his slide show to further his 
profession . 

Peter enjoyed the adventure of it all 
and was the first to suggest later trips . 
"All in due time ." I said, as Orizaba 
faded through the back window. 

Parker E. Connor is a free-lance writer 
from Greenville. 
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ONLY A VERY SPECIAL WOOD will do 
for making charcoal to smooth out Jack Daniel's. 

We only use hard maple from high ground. 
It's hauled to the Hollow, sawed up in strips 
and burned by Jack Bateman here to produce 
charcoal. Then, when this charcoal is tightly 
packed into room-high mellowing vats, 
just-made Jack Daniel's 
is slowly seeped through 
it. This is charcoal 
mellowing. It takes a 
lot of time and a special 
kind of wood. But we 
have plenty of both at 
Jack Daniel Distillery. 

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED 

6 
DROP 

6 
BY DROP 

Tennessee Whiskey, 90 Proof, Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery 
Lem Matlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government. 
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Someone once described these magnificent old flights of 
architectural fantasy as "so aggressively frightful as to be 

enchanting." Possibly true, for these homes were built after 
the period of simple, balanced lines of the Classical Revival, 

and before the advent of steel, concrete, plexiglas and 
chrome. They are, perhaps, the last hurrah of the Baroque 

before the tastemakers slipped us into pragmatic 
conformity. 

The people of roughly the last 25 years of the nineteenth 
century wanted an all-encompassing cell for a lifestyle which 

allowed time to smell the flowers. All things were allowed 
their due season, and this is what we like to refer to as our 

collective good old days. The age that gave us these homes 
gave us Pollyanna, Lydia Pinkham and the Industrial 

Revolution. 
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These sturdy old homes were designed from the inside out, 
for creature comfort and for the hoped-for necessity of add
ing rooms to accommodate that large family. The whole 
thing-turrets, gables, Palladian windows, balustrades
was wrapped together by the breezy front porch, that won
derful alfresco living room which is disappearing as fast as 
dealers can install central heat and air conditioning. (What 
delicious subliminal process causes us to refer to the install
ment as "central heat and air"?) 

So there they stand-not sit-some in better shape than 
others. The cost of actually duplicating these homes is pro
hibitive to most of us, so we must make do with what we 
have. And we must make do quickly, lest these places, built 
for looking at as well as living in, go under the sledgehammer 
and wrecking ball. As more functional reminders of what 
were possibly the last days of civilization, they should be 
given their due, and preserved. Look-at them, see for your
self. These are lines of poetry here. 
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For a Gentle Man 

You are more subtle 
than a summer rain 
before we wake , 
your voice 
the falling dark 
that might be water , 

· might be wind . 
Moonless nights 
taught you 
to touch your way 
with fingers tuned 
to surfaces and silence . 
Now , your nervous 
upturned palms, 
your quiet anecdotes 
tell all . ' 

Susan Bartels 
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Re Moving 

The telephone is dead 
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That told me you are rridving . 
I cannot imagine 
Your warm room vacant 
In that brown brick building. 

Where will you store 
The fragrance of your hair , 
The sunlight of your eyes, 
Our time and space, 
Steaks, salads , drinks, 
Rolls we made rise 
But didn 't bake , 
Things undone and done? 

Here on this hillside 
I slam a pickax into earth , 
I lift gravel on a shovel . 
Every move I make 
Digs a deeper grave . 

Paul Bennett 
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by Michael Farmer 

A s you ride along the roads of rural 
South Carolina in June and July, 
your eyes can't miss a living testi

mony to past human habitation-a riot 
of orange and yellow daylilies proudly 
marking the location of small farms, 
abandoned barns and forgotten wagon 
roads. While many travelers often ad
mire the beauty of these prolific flowers, 
few are aware of its origin, its interesting 
history or even its value as a food 
source. 

It is not difficult to guess how the day
lily derived its name. Writers for years 
have been describing the transitory 
beauty of the daylily [Hemeroca//is 
Julua]. In the early nineteenth century, 
Sir Thomas Hamner wrote of it , "Not 
having lightly above one flower blown 
open in a day, and that but for a day not 
lasting longer , but closing at night and 
not opening again." From such obser
vations this native of Eurasia derived 
both its common and scientific names. 
Hemerocal/is comes from the Greek 
hemero, day, and kallos , beauty. The 
fulua variety is the common orange day
lily . There is also a yellow variety called 
Hemerocallis flaua. Hemerocallis fulua 
and Hemeroca//is flaua are the only 
instances in which the great botanist 
Linnaeus used the color of the flower 
for the specific name of a plant , proba
bly because he thought them both 
varieties of a single species. Even 
though each blossom remains open for 
only one day , each scape or flower stalk 
will often carry 15 to 18 buds, allowing 
the plant to remain in bloom for weeks. 

Today the daylily has become abun
dantly naturalized and dots highways 
from Canada to Georgia. This naturali-

zation can be contributed to the plant's 
hardiness and flexibility in reproducing . 
It grows readily from seed or rhizomes , 
with a single plant spreading laterally a 
foot or more to begin large new 
colonies. These colonies survive in the 
shade, sun , clay, city or country. Its 
rather vigorous propagation by the ex
tension of the underground rhizomes 
allowed the daylily to escape from 
American flower gardens and become 
so widely naturalized that many folks 
think that it has always been here and 
consider it a weed. 

Along Southern roadways there is no 
other orange flower as showy as the 
day lily. It is easily recognized by its 
large , upward-facing , unspotted blos
som , composed of six tawny petals . It 
has a leafless flower stalk which forks 
repeatedly, growing three to six feet in 
height. At the base of the plant will be a 
cluster of long , strongly ribbed , sword
or strap-shaped leaves. The root system 
is composed of small tubers , connecting 
rhizomes and tiny feeder roots . 

The large colonies of daylilies along 
South Carolina highways appear to be 
the result of plants having escaped 
through erosion, propagation, or of 
having been discarded from a flower 
garden by mistake. If one examines 
local home landscapes , he will usually 
find H. fulua being grown for cut 
flowers , in small gardens or in natural
istic plantings . Usually down slope from 
these cultivated beds of daylilies , there 
will appear in drainage ditches leading 
out of the yard , flourishing colonies of 
wild daylilies. They will also be found in 
areas where gardening waste has been 
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dumped, on old home sites and around 
old houses. Although a familiar garden 
plant and widely used by South Caro
linians for landscaping , the daylily is not 
often utilized for another of its values
that of its being a nutritious and flavorful 
vegetable. 

Daylilies are extensively used as a 
food in the Orient , and in this use are 
regarded as a delicacy , especially by the 
Chinese. The Chinese use the flowers 
of one species of daylily (H. esculenta , a 
variety of H. fulva) as a vegetable either 
fresh or dried. Known as gum tsoy , 
golden vegetable, or gum jum, or 
golden needles , they are sold commer
cially for use in casseroles , soups, stews 
or noodle dishes. Analysis of one com
mercial gum yum showed it to be rich in 
minerals , fats, carbohydrates , protein , 
Vitamin A and Vitamin B. 

Although recently popularized by 
Euell Gibbo;1s and other writers , day-
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lilies have been used for cooking in 
certain sections of South Carolina for 
several generations. I can recall my 
grandmother serving boiled daylily buds 
to me as a child. Since then , my interest 
in the food value of this wild plant has 
increased. Following is my collection of 
recipes for preparing this most versatile 
flower. It should be remembered , 
though , that no wild plant should be 
eaten without positive identification. 

Southern Fried Daylilies 

A favorite recipe calls for dipping the 
fully open, but firm , blossoms in an egg 
batter and frying until golden brown. To 
prepare such a batter , combine: 

l/ 4 cup cornmeal 
3/4 cup flour 
1 tsp. baking powder 
2 eggs 
11z cup milk 

If you want the fried flowers to retain 
the shape and appearance of daylilies 
(for decorative purposes) , prepare the 
batter slightly thinner and leave a small 
section of the stem on the flower . 
Holding the flower by the stem , dip it 
into the batter slowly so as not to break 
the petals. Pulling the flower out of the 
batter , carefully separate the petals ; still 
holding the bloom by the stem , slowly 
immerse it in preheated grease (350 
degrees F). Keep the petals separated , 
and do not allow the section where the 
petals are joined together to be im
mersed in the grease . Remove the day
lily when completely browned and firm. 
Drain on absorbent paper . Practice 
makes perfect. Try frying enough for a 
bouquet to be served at your next gar
den club meeting or luncheon . Fried 
daylilies are especially tasty when 
served with sumacade or a blackberry 
cordial . 
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Carolina 
Home Gardener 
by Chris Florance 

You want to garden-but your yard's 
too small. It's all fill dirt. It floods. Or 
it's smack in the middle of suburbia. 
Besides, you don't have time. 

Chris Florance has written your book. 
She tells exactly how she produces 
enough fruit and vegetables to last the 
winter, plus some to give away. All on 
a one-third acre lot in Greensboro. All 
in a garden where you can't see the 
beans for the flowers. Where nothing 
is lined up in rows . 

Her informative book is for you folks 
who want to make your property 
more attractive and productive. You 
learn, step by step, how to handle 
it all, even if you work away from 
home. 

Chris Florance says her plan will be 
the "garden of the future." We agree. 
You will, too. 

10 1/2 x 7, appr. 150 pp ., illus., $9.95 

Available at bookstores and some 
seedstores. Or,from us. 

The University of 
North Carolina Press 
Box 2288 
Chapel Hill, North Carolina 27514 
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Boiled Buds 

A simple Southern-style dish may be 
prepared by gathering the unopened 
daylily buds and boiling them as you 
would snap or green beans. They will be 
especially flavorful when cooked with 
ham hock or fat back and seasoned to 
taste . 

Prosperity Stew 

There exists in the South an old tra
dition of eating collard greens, black
eyed peas and hog jowls on New Year's 
Day. This magical menu (so the story 
goes) assures its consumer of a prosper
ous and healthy new year. Another 
New Year's dish , which supposedly in
creases one's life span, is made from 
daylily buds. This legend, as my grand
mother told it, was that for every daylily 
bud eaten on New Year's Day, one's life 
span would be increased by one day. 
Her recipe for this elixir follows: 

21/2 lbs. beef stew meat 
l/4 cup shortening 
2 cups water 
3 good-size carrots, sliced 
4 cups cubed, peeled potatoes 
2 cups dried daylily buds gathered 

from the previous year 
1 large onion, chopped 
Herbs and seasonings for personal 

taste 

In a four to six-quart black pot or 
kettle, brown the meat in hot shorten
ing. Add water , carrots, potatoes, onion 
and daylily buds. Season to taste. Cook 
slowly, adding additional water when 
necessary. Cook until vegetables are 
soft , or as my grandmother would say , 
"the longer you cook it, the better it is." 

Dried Flowers 

The old daylily blooms may be 
gathered and dried indoors (much like 
drying fruits), then chopped and stored 
in Mason jars for winter use. These im
part an interesting flavor to soups and 
vegetable and meat dishes. They have a 
gelatinous quality much like okra, and 
are an excellent thickener for these 
dishes. The dried flowers should be 
soaked in cold water before use . 

Tubers and Stems 

Though difficult to clean, the daylily 
tubers are also edible. When dug, 

washed thoroughly and boiled in salted 
water, they have a flavor and texture 
similar to whole kernel corn. They may 
also be eaten raw in salads . The tubers 
should be chopped finely and added to 
vegetable or wild greens-crunchy , 
much like small radishes. 

The flower stalks may be eaten if 
gathered soon after their appearance in 
the spring, and before they reach a 
height of six to eight inches. These are 
similar to asparagus and should be 
boiled in salted water until tender, then 
seasoned with a cheese or butter sauce. 

Daylilies Far East 

While daylilies are excellent in tra
ditional Southern cooking, they liven up 
more exotic dishes as well. The follow
ing recipe calls for the use of a wok, a 
special Chinese cooking utensil, but 
may be prepared in the old iron skillet 
just as easily. 

2 cups unopened daylily buds 
11z cup chopped celery 
11z cup chopped onion 
1 cup sliced mushrooms (canned) 
11z cup slivered almonds 
1 tsp. soy sauce 
1 5-oz. can water chestnuts, drained 

and sliced (optional) 
2 tbsp. olive oil or vegetable oil 

Boil daylily buds, uncovered, in 
salted water for three minutes. Drain. 
Preheat the olive oil in a wok (or skillet). 
Saute celery and onions; add daylily 
buds and mushrooms and saute until 
tender. Add almonds, soy sauce and 
water chestnuts; toss lightly in wok to 
heat. Serve at once. 

A Japanese legend calls the daylily 
"forgetting grass" (wasuregusa), be
cause it is supposed to be able to cure 
sorrow by creating a temporary loss of 
memory. Perhaps this loss of memory 
and escape from sorrow results from 
one's becoming entranced by the 
beauty and fragrance of these tawny 
blossoms. Though open for but a single 
day, their abundance provides both 
enjoyment and nutrition. Wouldn't it be 
nice if each human could expel as much 
beauty and pleasure in his lifetime as the 
daylily blossom does in its day of exis
tence? 

Michael H. Farmer is a writer and artist 
from Traveler's Rest. 

Sandlapper 



• 
• 
~ 

• 
if you have all the business you need. 
Because once our 100,000 readers see your ad
vertisement in Sandlapper-The Magazine of 
South Carolina you may have more calls for 
your products and services than you can 
handle. 
For a demographic survey and rate card write 
or call Charles Alexander, Sandlapper Maga-
zine, P.O. Box 1668, Columbia, S. C. 29202, (803) 
779-8824. 



sandslapper experiment 

Full-time part-time position ," I read 
one morning . "Messenger guard 
Wells Fargo 125 Fifth St. " That ad 

hit me right between the eyes . It was to 
Help Wanted what the non-fiction novel 
is to literature . I put on a tie and went to 
apply . 

Awink's as good as a nod to a blind 
mule. 
-old Western saying . 

From the very beginning , Wells Fargo 
was mysterious. I must have driven up 
and down Fifth Street half a dozen times 
searching for the place . A Texaco 
station , a liquor store and a car rental 
agency . If I was Wells Fargo , where 
would I be? 

It crossed my mind to place a call 
from one of the phone booths in front of 
the liquor store , but I thought better of 
it . Would Dale Robertson? I asked 
myself . No, a potential Wells Fargo man 
would never admit he couldn't find 
headquarters . So, I did what a South
erner always does : I asked at the 
Texaco station . 

"De Wells Fargo place be right here ," 
he told me . 

"In back?" I asked . 
"Right here to de station ," he point

ed . 
I got out. It was an old station built at 

a time when gas stations bore a greater 
resemblance to stables than to show
rooms . Out front , a giant metal um
brella revolved above the gas pumps . 
Each wedge of awning that made up the 
umbrella advertised a different auto
mobile service or accessory available 
inside . Low-profiling it at the front of the 
station was a cubicle with a narrow plate 
glass window. Inside, where a cash 
register and a peanut rack might have 
been , there surfaced Branch Office 
#383, Wells Fargo Armored Service 
Corp . 

When I went in , a stout uniformed 
man was eating an early lunch at his 
desk . 

"I came to apply for the full-time / 
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part-time position ," I said . He stood up , 
shook hands , adjusted the doughnut 
pillow in his chair and carefully sat back 
down again. 

"You got any objections to submittin ' 
to a polly-graph test?" he asked . 

"No ," I told him . 

"I always ask a applicant that ques
tion first ," he said . " If he does object, it 
saves me a whole-lotta talkin. " He took 
a bite out of a pimiento-cheese sand
wich . "Job pays a dollar-eighty-five." 
His eyebrows rose a couple of inches 
when he said this. "You still interested?" 

"Yes ," I answered . "When can I take 
the polly-graph test?" 

"Well , that depends ," he said . 
"When can you start work?" 

"Right now , if you want me to ." 
"Naw," he said , "the trucks is all out 

now. How 'bout a quarter to eight in the 
mornin'?" 

"I'll be here ." 
He put down his sandwich and hand

ed me an application blank . From his 
middle drawer he extracted a peculiar
looking booklet. "Be sure you bring this 
back," he said gravely . "It's the only one 
we got. " 

Wells Farqo Firearms Manual. On the 
cover was a color photo of a Wells 
Fargo guard in combat-crouch stance 
gripping a Smith & Wesson .38 military 
and police revolver. 

"Read it . You'll be ridin' with me 
tomorrow ." 

Polishin' yer pants on saddle 
leather don't make you no rider. 
- old Western saying . 

Seven-thirty next morning , I pulled 
into the Texaco station to report for 
work. Two dark red armored cars were 
idling out front, their white plumes of 
exhaust smoke flicking at the corner of 
the station. 

"Momin' son . You want a RC or 
Pepsi fore we go?" 

"A RC," I accepted . Hadn't had one 
since it used to come in a smooth green 

bottle with a red and yellow tattoo of the 
pyramids. I sipped Royal Crown Cola 
while the crews loaded up. Standing 
there , it was easy to imagine that the 
armored cars , despite their humming 
engines, were really red-spoked stage
coaches, the name WELLS FARGO in
scribed on their doors like an epitaph. 
The canvas handbags the men were 
loading onto the trucks might easily 
have been rawhide pouches ; the Texa
co station in a livery stable . . . When 
my driver suddenly extended a .12-
gauge double-barrel shotgun to me , 
these images were nailed up like the 
four corners of a wanted poster. It was a 
brief initiation. Cradling that shotgun, I 
had already become a Wells Fargo 
man . In a crate beside the RC machine I 
deposited my empty bottle and climbed 
aboard the smaller of the two trucks, a.i 
ancient Dodge. 

I would savor that early daylight like a 
last swallow of water. My first hint, as I 
folded my six-foot-two frame , should 
have been the clanking sound that the 
rear compartment door made as it was 
closed and locked. 

· "Brace yourself," the driver said after 
he had slid under the wheel. His words 
reached me through a tiny square grate 
which was made into the steel wall 
between us . "You're my eyes!" he 
yelled . "I'm backin ' out!" 

I was sitting on a ragged jumpseat 
with corkscrews for springs and trying to 
check our right-of-way through a bullet
proof window the size of a hand mirror. 
"Looks clear to me!" I said and crossed 
my fingers. 

Even from inside that safe on wheels , 
I could hear the screaming rubber as we 
scored a near-miss off Reynolds Street. 
I feel sure that was when the driver 
made a mental note to hit every railroad 
crossing that day at 55 mph. 

The first stop we raced to was the 
main office of the Citizens & Southern 
Bank. The armored car was backed up 
the alley behind the bank and the 
engine switched off while , in dead 
silence, we sat for 20 minutes. (The 
C&S opens its big vault before the 
Georgia Railroad or the First National). I 
began to contemplate the cell I found 
myself in. The armored walls had a 
metal-flake surface exactly like a self
cleaning oven. No air-conditioning . The 
only ventilation was a flue no larger 
than a cigarbox lid on the roof . It could 
be raised or lowered via a pair of butter
fly screws. On the floor beside my jump
seat were three canvas handbags-one 
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for the main office of each major bank. 
There was a handtruck on the floor, 
too , which I held in place with my feet. 
And several loose shotgun shells, faded 
green. Tiny privy eyes glared at one 
another from opposite walls. By their 
binocular shape, I surmised that these 
were the portholes through which I 
would be firing the double-barrel shot
gun . 

The driver had slipped out on the 
passenger side and was rapping at my 
door faintly as a maiden aunt, I don't 
know how many times. He must have 
stood outside long enough to have for
gotten he wasn't waiting for an elevator, 
because I startled him when I peeped 
out the bullet-proof window. Embar
rassed him too, I expect; as though I 
had caught him admiring his own 
image . His face tightened rigid enough 
to stamp on a coin. "Small door!" he 
shouted, then yanked at the bill of his 
Wells Fargo cap, jostling the badge on it 
to restore his authority. 

The door to the armored compart
ment of a Wells Fargo truck contains a 
small trapdoor. In the course of a day , 
most transactions pass from driver 
guard to messenger guard through this 
small door. Thus, even while "open" 
the armored compartment cannot be 
entered by anything larger than a cocker 
spaniel. I thought the small door was a 
pretty shrewd notion until I tried to open 
it that morning . It had a meatlocker 
handle which snapped like a cap pistol 
while the door itself remained shut. I 
could hear the driver's faint rapping and 
even fainter mumbling, but the only 
English word audible through the armor 
plates was "heel." 

In an effort to appease, I tried the 
heel of my boot, but it only scuffed. The 
small door was adamant-sullen even . 
It smirked like a dime-defrauding news
paper box until I tried drop-kicking and 
tugging the handle simultaneously . 
Finally , from deep inside, I felt the 
squeeze of a metal trigger and saw a 
block of daylight. 

"You got to open that thing quicker," 
the driver snapped . "Suppose I was 
being shot at?" 

"I'm sorry," I said, "but it's the best I 
can do." 

The driver brought his tiny teeth to
gether in a lizard smile. "I don't guess 
they teach you how to open doors in 
college," he said . 'There's a technique 
to it. You use the heel of your hand like 
this . ... " He flipped back his palm like 
it was a pectoral fin. One quick jab with 
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the heel of his hand and the lock winked 
open. He peeled a Lucky Strike off his 
bottom lip and tried to appear modest 
by blowing smoke through his nostrils. 
"You try it." 

"Could I see it just once more?" I 
asked, toning down the admiration in 
my voice. 

"Okay," he shrugged , "but then it's 
your turn ." He didn't even take the 
cigarette from his fingers this time as he 
repeated the demonstration. 

It was much too sudden for the naked 
eye , but the sound-the starry twang of 
human tendons ricocheting off cast 
iron-was unmistakable. 

The Lucky Strike shot to the pave
ment and the driver appeared to be 
begging for air while taking his own 
pulse. He thrust the flayed wrist be
tween his thighs and rode it like a rock
ing horse. I believe he might have cried, 
too, except for the foxy C&S teller 
who came ducking through the alley, 
late for work. 

A full house divided don't win no 
pots. 
-old Western saying 

The job of a Wells Fargo messenger 
guard is a difficult one , even with his 
driver's complete cooperation. Bounc
ing a clipboard on one knee, it is his 
duty to record all arrival times, depar
ture times, amounts picked up or 
dropped. At large shopping centers the 
paperwork can become hectic. Often, 
with barely a minute between stops, he 
encounters more than one multiple
deposit customer. (That is, a customer 
with accounts at all three major banks) . 
These deposits must be carefully sorted 
lest one of them should be tossed into 
the wrong handbag and, consequently, 
end up with the wrong bank. This was 
the juggling act I was practicing around 
lunchtime. (I had to rely on body time. 
My watch , which had never run fast 
before, was gaining like the dial on a 
pressure cooker) . All three handbags 
had begun to overflow with bulky 
deposits. I was busy constructing a sea
wall of moneybags when, without warn
ing, the driver applied his brakes. My 
three $100,000 islands toppled into an 
ankle-deep sea of currency . 

"Get the fire extinguisher!" the driver 
commanded through a gunport. 

In a terrifying flash, I glimpsed my 
own imminent death. 

"It ain't us," the driver brought me 

back, "it's the Volkswagen in front of 
us. " 

Through the gunport I could see the 
Volkswagen sedan , its engine in flames. 
The car was hanging a right into a 
shopping center , its two female occu
pants oblivious as dice . 

"You're on fire!" the driver was yell
ing. "You're on fire!" But I doubt that 
they heard him since even the cab of a 
Wells Fargo truck is hermetically sealed 
with bullet-proof windows which won 't 
roll down . 

The Volkswagen drew up to the 
yellow curb outside a package store and 
the women were double-parked before 
they ever climbed out and began to yell 
"Fire!" 

By that time, we must have been 
within ten feet of the flames . A business
man raced valiantly from the liquor 
store , but only to remove his Mercury 
Montego from danger . 

"There's no fire extinguisher back 
here ," I informed the driver. 

"Well, that's that," he signed, crunch
ing all the gears till he came to reverse. 
"Nothing we can do without a fire ex
tinguisher ." 

Through the gunport as though 
through the zoom lens of a camera , I 
watched the hapless women and their 
doomed Volkswagen diminish . 

"It's M.O. time ," the driver sang out. 
Time to head back to the banks' main 
offices and make deposits . First Na
tional first . Then Georgia Railroad and 
C&S. The last two could be served at 
one stop off Seventh Street which runs 
down the length of both buildings . 

Within 15 minutes, I must have push
ed three quarters of a million dollars out 
the small door . While the driver was 
away from the truck depositing the 
heavy handbags, I could finally relax. 
From the bullet-proof window I had a 
view of the Georgia Railroad's smoked 
glass revolving door. Few people were 
filing through it at that time of day ; only 
a peaceful breeze kept it spinning . Each 
panel was a mirrored blade which threw 
back views of Broad and Seventh 
Streets, and of our armored car parked 
at the curb. It was like identifying myself 
in a brooding motion picture . The 
breeze even stirred through the rooftop 
ventilator , and I noticed that the watch 
on my wrist had begun slowing down . 

I was shaken from my reverie by a 
high-pitched, excited "Let me in! Let 
me in!" I didn't recognize the driver's 
voice . Not by the hair on my chinny-
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Boyne Falls ... 
A Natural . 
Alternative , 

If you desire more than today's 
ordinary housing . . . a natural al
ternative is a Boyne Falls solid 
cedar home. Made from hand
peeled logs for a traditional design, 
or sculptured solid cedar for the 
contemporary taste. Your Boyne 
Falls home will surround you with 
the natural look and feel of nature 
and the unique quality and design 
that reflect your individual lifestyle. 

Choose from a wide selection of 
our plans or design your own. 

Louise H. Sellers 

Rte. 2 - Box 88A 
Gray Court, S.C. 29645 

Tel: 803/876-3182 

Your local Boyne Falls Log Homes 
representative will be pleased to 
provide you with complete details 
and literature. Contact him by 
phone or send him $2.00 for our 
colorful portfolio. 
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Sandlapper 
Magazine 

has moved! 

Sandlapper Magazine has 
relocated its editorial, cir
culation and advertising of
fices. We are now located at 
301 Greystone Blvd. in the 
R. L. Bryan building in Co
lumbia. Our post office ad
dress (P. 0. Box 1668, Co
lumbia 29202) and tele
phone number ( (803) 
779-8824) will remain the 
same. 

chin-chin, I decided. But suddenly his 
unmistakably grim face crowded my 
bullet-proof window. 

"Let. Me. In." His white lips formed 
the words slowly like a gasping catfish. 
For the first time that day, the small 
door opened for me easy as a grand
mother's purse. The driver was not im
pressed, however, "Large door!" he 
boomed. 

Now this made me suspicious; all day 
long our transactions had passed 
through the small door inside the large 
door. This departure could only mean 
one thing: the driver wanted in. He's 
going to shoot me in the foot, I specu
lated, or shut himself in here and 
breathe up my remaining oxygen. 

Boldly, I lifted the latch on the great 
steel door. A sudden gush of daylight 
air mixed with diesel bus fumes revived 
me like a slap. After the rush, when I 
had come back down, I asked the driver 
what was the matter. 

"Plenty," he said, pushing past me 
with his trowel face. He lifted the hand
bags and searched underneath them. 
He groped under my ragged jumpseat 
and pulled out an empty Nehi bottle. 
He even yanked the double-barrel shot
gun from its rack before finally looking 
me in the face. "I can't account for 
Colonial Baking Company," he said . 
"A hundred and forty-four thousand 
dollars is missing." 

"Maybe you dropped it on the way to 
the bank," I suggested. 

At this, a look came into his eyes 
which I am hard put to describe. It was 
like the very last frame of a Gene Autry 
picture. Gene and Champion are sing
ing into the cactus sunset, I've Got 
Spurs That Jingle-Jangle-Jingle ... 

"Couldn't be," the driver said, "why, 
it just ain't possible .... " 

"Maybe not," I said, "but you had it 
last." If we had been on the radio, the 
theme music would have gone full 
volume. As it was, the driver simply 
closed me up in that treasure truck and 
retraced his steps to the C&S Bank. 

Of course, in my imagination, I had 
already considered the opportunities for 
pulling off an inside job, and found 
several of them quite golden. Collusion 
notwithstanding, a messenger guard 
could conceivably drop $144,000 out 
the small door while the truck was 
traveling between points. And, once the 
golden egg had been laid, even a com
mittee would have sense enough to 
hatch it. I feel sure something of this sort 
had entered the driver's little Chinese 
mind; else, why would he have shut me 
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up in that mobile mausoleum with 
nothing left to guard but myself? 

My watch was running fast again, or 
maybe he did stay in the C&S for 20 
minutes. When he came out, though , I 
could see his reflection in the smoked 
glass revolving panels-a series of life
size sepia stills: man, tail between legs, 
crossing street. 

On the horns of a dilemma, the driver 
had been gored again. He got in, 
slammed the cab door and sat for sever
al minutes gripping and ungripping the 
wheel. Through the small grate between 
us I could see only the back of his head . 
I had the peculiar feeling of being inside 
a confessional, waiting for him to speak 
up. But I waited in vain. He started the 
engine. 

Even when we had returned to the 
Texaco station on Fifth Street and he 
had backed the armored car into the 
barn, he maintained his brooding si
lence. And once again I was struck by 
the all-embracing Western-ness of Wells 
Fargo . If the rangy, squint-eyed ghost of 
old Tex Ritter had come to greet us 
singing "Little Cowboy Put Your Saddle 
in the Barn," I couldn't have felt more 
Saturday Matinee. 

But hit the Sandman Trail without at 
least asking about the $144,000?! 

"Oh, it'll turn up," the driver said, 
putting a quarter in the RC machine. 
"We just misplaced it." 

He pushed back his Wells Fargo cap 
then, and I could see the frustration 
growing on his forehead. 'That's twicet 
in one week,, , he grumbled, kidney
punching the RC machine. "If that ain't 
dealin off the bottom of a cold deck ... " 

As I look over what I've written of my 
first day with Wells Fargo, it is like trying 
to reconstruct a dream before breakfast. 

The Volkswagen fire, for instance, 
was not mentioned in the paper next 
morning. Nor was Colonial Baking 
Company's $144,000 ever discussed 
again. I assume the money was de
posited in the wrong bank, but nobody 
at Wells Fargo ever asked me for my 
assumptions . They never brought up 
the polygraph test again, either, but in a 
crude Western sort of way, I believe I 
scored high on the unwritten part . As 
for the RC machine, I can testify. It was 
replaced pronto. 

Tom Turner is a free-lance writer from 
Blythe, Ga. He did not take the 
$144,000, the butler did . 
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"It's unreal! It's just 
unreal!" 

Myrtle Beach 

" If Maisons was in 
Greensboro, we'd sell 

our house and move right 
in. We drive 200 miles 
every weekend just to 

be there and every mile 
is worth it!" 

Greensboro 

The most talked about new build
ing in the history of the Grand 
Strand offers the most talked about 
new lifestyle between 
Cape Cod and Key 
West. Let your imagi-
nation run wild, 

"The most elegant 
project north of Ft. 
Lauderdale." 
Troy 

"The architect must 
have been a genius!" 
Durham 

" From every one of our 
rooms, you can see the ten
nis courts, the pool, the 
beach and the ocean.,, 
Toronto 
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New resort discovered 
off the coast of Charleston. 

The island. 
There is an island off the coast of Charleston where, for 

centuries, men have come and gone and left little to mark 
their passing. 

Kiawah Island. 
On Kiawah Island, the beach stretches as far as the eye 

can see. And beyond. Each day, the sea litters the beach 
with sand dollars and conch shells. Loggerhead turtles mark 

You have ten miles of beach and beautiful weather at 
your front door. The beach is as wide as some are long. 

it with their carapaces, heavy with eggs. It is populated with 
skittering Sanderlings, Ruddy Turnstones, and eight 
different species of tern. 

Kiawah is a 10,000-acre island. One of the last undevel
oped Great Barrier Islands off our southern Atlantic coast. 
A sanctuary for all God's creatures. 

The resort on the island. 
The Inn is not splashy. It is not a high-rise. We have not 

tried to dazzle visitors with marble ... but rather, relax them 
with cypress and cedar. There are no floor shows, just gentle 
entertainment. 

And there is privacy. 
The Kiawah Island Inn is not built on a conspicuously 

grand scale but on a human scale. There are only 78 rooms. 
And there is a staff of 80 men and women of gentle manners. 
That's over one person in service for each room. It is a cache 
of service and attention. 

Kiawah Island is possibly the last great resort to be 
built in America. 

The dining on the island. 
There are three places to eat at the Inn. The Charleston 

Gallery dining room is a tres inti me French restaurant. Our 
chef has brought the high art of French cooking to the 
Carolina Low Country. 

Or, try the Jasmine Porch. It's not as dressy. Kids love 
it. It overlooks the dunes and the ocean. The smell of 
Confederate jasmine hovers lightly over your table ... an 
olfactorydessert.Andyou can pick upasnackatthe pool bar. 

The things to do on the island. 
Everything is close to the Kiawah Island Inn. In fact, 

once you drive here you can forget your car; you will not 
need it for as long as you stay. The beach, the health spa, 
the oceanfront pool, the poolside bar, the restaurants, cock
tail lounge, tennis, golf and nature trails are an easy walk 
from your front door. 

Nine tennis courts are nestled amongst the I ive oak and 
loblolly pine. Roscoe Tanner is Director of Tennis. 

The championship golf course was designed by Gary 

Player. A perfect place to refine your game. A ti nesse course 
-crafty and tricky. It opens in mid-July. Until then, there's 
a neighboring championship layout. 

There's a complete recreation program for kids. And a 
list of baby-sitters available. 

The price of the resort on the island. 
Kiawah is one of the few places in America where one 

price can cover room, meals, sports, tips, taxes, even a golf 
cart. 

$185 per person covers four nights and five d~ys here, 
based on double occupancy. 

The city near the island. 
Charleston is an antique American city that has been 

preserved, not restored. It has had its Tricentennial, while 
the rest of us are having our Bicentennial. It is a fascinating 
place to visit. It has some of the most beautiful town houses, 
plantations and churches in the world. We'll arrange tours 
of Charleston for you. 

Kiawah Island is new. People have not vacationed 
here before. It is possibly the last great resort to be built 
in America. 

For reservations see your Travel Agent, or call us at 
(803) 559-5571. For more information. please send us the 
coupon below, and we'll send you all the details. 

Roscoe Tanner. Kiawah's Director of Tennis, "recovering '' after 
playing several sets with guests at the Kiawah Racquet Club. 

Possibly the last great resort to be built in America. 

r------------, 
I Kiawah Island I 

Box 12910, Dept. KVMSD 1 

I Charleston I 
South Carolina 29412 

I Please send me your color booklet, with I 
more information. 

I Name I 
I Address I 
I a~ I 
I State Zip I L..------~-----....1 





Preceding page: Inset left, Margaret Weymann wears the 
look of yesteryear in a white crinkle polyester and cotton 
voile featuring white lace inserts, smocked bodice and 
butterfly sleeves. Inset right: Lynn Boynton, with friend, 
displays a triple-tiered American Beauty with a flirty tri
angle scarf. The ruffled eyelet top laces up the front and 
meets a field of tiny flowers. Styles by Ann's Vogue of 
Charleston. Location is Middleton Place. 

Right, Shelly Smith strolls the garden of the Branford-Horry 
house, cool and comfortable in a blue tiered skirt by Cinna
mon Wear. The little peasant shirt by Zana features a draw
string neckline. Shoes are bone-laced Espadrilles. All are 
available from Jack Krawcheck's Companion Shop. Below left, 
Shelly Smith sports drawstring pants and a melon-colored 
tunic shirt by Cinnamon Wear from Jack Krawcheck's Com
panion Shop. Jennings McKelvey dons a nylon leisure shirt by 
Bon Homme and tailored slacks by Berle available at the 
Steven Stein Shop. Below right, elegance is the word at the 
Fort Sumter House, where Cathy Molony pauses in her long 
wrap formal in coral ultra-suede by Halston, from Elza's of 
Charleston. 
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Left, Mark and Karen Plaen shop the 
Market. He wears a three-piece suit 
which goes dress or casual by Haspel. 
The suit and the nylon Givenchy shirt 
are from Richard's Men's Wear. 
Karen is outfitted in a Kalvin Klein 
jumpsuit with a white cotton twill 
blazer by Ann Klein. Accent scarf is 
by Jeoffry Beene and pewter jewelry 
by Alexis Kirk. The outfit, along with 
bone-laced espadrilles, is from Jack 
Krawcheck's Companion Shop. 

Boy and girl 
matching sets 
from Eighty-Two 
Church Street. 
Mary Cameron 
Cleckley and 
John Warren 
enjoy the sun at 
White Point 
Gardens. Their 
matching suits 
of pale-blue 
broadcloth are 
by Silvia Whyte. 
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Jumpsuits ahoy. Here, Barbara Baker wears a gold 
Indian cloth cotton jumpsuit by Strawberry Plant for 
the Green Tulip. Sh9es? Straw Espadrille. Arm 
bangles by Bergere and shell necklace from the Cargo 
Hold. Berlin's outfits Henry Roberts in a red and blue 
striped cotton golf classic by Hathaway and blue 
denim look jean pants by Jaymar. He won't slip in 
those natural leather moccasin wedges by Bostonian. 
Kathy Bowers has donned a jade cotton jumpsuit by 
Strawberry Plant with scarf by Carol Curtis. The Rope 
bracelet is by Omega Fashions of New York, with 
wedge rope shoes by Bart Carlton. All available from 
the Green Tulip . Above right, elsewhere on The 
Feather, a Morgan 38 from Charleston Yacht Sales, 
Cy Newit is at the helm with a cotton India madras 
shirt by Hathaway from Berlin's and a pair of white 
texturized polyester pants by Daks. Betty Hudson 
plays it cool in a three-piece jean suit by Faded Glory 
for that seasoned look from the Green Tulip . Right, 
"A Touch of Class," Margaret Weymann, harpist and 
Barbara Baker, flautist, complement the elegance of 
the Edmonston-Alston house and herald the season 
of spring galas. Margaret wears a long gown of pure 
silk organza with cardinal sleeves and a sculptured 
bodice. Soft gathers at the waist create a semi-full 
skirt as a gold ribbon hugs the empire waistline. 
Barbara's white Lycra gown features a drape stole 
creating a halter effect which can be worn strapped 
or strapeless . The shirred bodice with a keyhole neck
line falls into a soft fluid skirt. Both formals from 
Rosalie Myers. Sandlapper 
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For that light, airy spring look Lynn Berry dons a natural crinkle polyester and 
cotton voile with candlelight lace inserts, smocked bodice and butterfly sleeves, 
a variation on Margaret's gown earlier. Lynn Boynton is a springtime princess in 
a dress of rose print polyester and cotton with ecru lace around the neck and 
rows of ecru lace trim down the front. An inverted waistline and pleat add a 
touch of dash. Mrs. Peggy Sineath complements the mood in a romantically 
shirred gown of dacron and cotton printed voile in muted earth tones. Elasti
cized waist and lace-up front complete the look. 
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Hearye, 
Hearye! 

All sellers of goods and services 
who may wish to advertise in the 

July 1976 special keepsake Bi
centennial issue of SANDLAPPER. 

If ye wish to have your advertising 
message in this issue which will 
probably still be read during 
the American Tricentennial in 

2076, get on ye olde stick. 
For a demographic survey 
and rate card write or 

call Charles Alexander, 
Sandlapper Magazine 
P. 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202. 

f " ffi _ (803) 779-8824. 

'\\\ ~ 
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South Carolina Baptists balked . Edu
cation aids the devil , not God's 
work , they said . What was the use 

of starting such a school as Richard 
Furman was talking about , stomping up 
and down from Charleston to Phila
delphia? Money? Where was money? 
There were no crops. First there was the 
summer drought. Then winter floods 
tore up everything. Pestilence raged in 
Charleston and a bad hurricane had 
swept most of the state . A Baptist 
school? Foolish notion. 

This was the situation in 1823 when 
collecting agents from the newly found
ed South Carolina Baptist Convention , 
which had been formed to promote 
Christian education , tried to raise funds 
for a school. Richard Furman , an ardent 
whig who escaped a 1,000-pound 
sterling bounty offered by Lord Corn
wallis by fleeing the state from 1 780 till 
1783, had said laymen as well as 
preachers needed "solid , rational and 
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useful knowledge" for life in the new 
republic . How was the experiment in 
self-government to succeed without an 
educated populace? 

Not many Baptists supported the 
state convention or the idea of formal 
education . Not only harp times but 
narrow attitudes plagued efforts to es
tablish a school. When the collecting 
agents reported to the 1824 convention 
session , only $25 had been secured . 

Within three years , however , South 
Carolina Baptist leaders had authorized 
an academy and theological institution , 
purchased property , hired a principal 
and instituted classes. Today that school 
is worth $57 million and South Carolina 
Baptists in the past decade alone have 
poured $6 .5 million into its operation . 
From a ragged beginning emerged 
Furman University , now celebrating its 
150th anniversary , one of the 64 oldest 
colleges in the nation and first among 
Southern Baptists. Richard Furman , 

pastor of the High Hills Church , Sumter 
District , was the spiritual founder. He 
returned to Charleston in 1787. 

Seeing the need for Christian educa
tion for life in a burgeoning democracy , 
Furman battled ignorance all his life , led 
South Carolina Baptists in founding 
their convention , prompted the first 
national organization of Baptists in 
America in 1814, and served as first 
president of each . His influence in the 
state and nation spanned more than 
half a centurv. 

Furman could not have envisioned 
the knowledge explosion and mass 
education of the twentieth century . 
Among the few educated people in the 
American communities of his day were 
the preachers and lawyers . But as early 
as 1791 Furm"an led the Charleston 
Association Baptists to assist young men 
in pre-ministerial studies . 

In 1817 at the second national meet
ing of Baptists in Philadelphia , Furman 
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Let us 'rap' 

paper with you. 

50 years of 

experience and 

seven service 

locations give 

you paper 

professionalism 

to meet all your 

industrial and 

fine printing 

paper needs. 

When we supply 

your paper, you 

get our primary 

product - service! 

Call the 

'rapping' 

counselors at: 

HENLEY PAPER 
COMPANY 

GREENVILLE, S. C. 
803/268· 7750 

Asheville/Charlotte 
Gastonia/Greensboro 

Hickory/High Point, N. C. 

kindled interest among Baptists in a 
plan for a national system of Christian 
education with a theology school in 
Washington and preparatory schools in 
separate states . The plan included Fur
man Academy and Theological Insti
tution in South Carolina and Mercer 
College in Georgia . Like Moses, who 
led his people to the promised land and 
failed himself to see it , Furman died 
before his dreams were realized-in 
August , 1825, 8 years after that second 
national meeting . In December of that 
year South Carolina Baptists met in 
Camden and voted into existence Fur
man Academy and Theological Institu
tion . 

In December 1826 a meeting in 
Greenville acquired property in Edge
field, named the Rev. Joseph Andrews 
Warne principal and adopted rules for 
governing of the institution . Classes 
began on Jan. 15 , 1827 . 

An advertisement for the Furman 
Academy appeared in the Charleston 
News and Courier . The new school was 
to afford instruction that would prepare 
students for "the higher classes in the 
most respectable Colleges of the United 
States, and also , to impart instruction in 
Theology to young men designed for 
the Gospel Ministry ." The code of disci
pline forbade dueling , dice , cards, bil
liard playing , swearing , cursing , fight
ing , betting, theft or fornication . For 
orthography (spelling) , reading , writing 
and arithmetic , a student paid $5 per 
quarter . If English grammar and geog
raphy were added , the cost was $6 .50. 
If higher branches of education were 
added, the cost was $7.50. Students 
paid $8 per quarter to attend the 
theology department. Boarding cost 
$25 in the village and $20 in the 
Pottery , a mile distant . 

The adventure in education proved a 
struggle . In those early years the school 
was moved three times . In 1829 Edge
field was abandoned and students 
placed with a Baptist pastor in the 
Sumter District . In 1837 the school 
made a new start in Winnsboro and in 
1850 moved to Greenville, the center of 
a growing Baptist population . There it 
remained , spawned the Southern Bap
tist Theological Seminary which later 
moved to Louisville , Ky ., merged with 
Greenville Woman's College when the 
depression threatened the Woman's 
College with bankruptcy , maintained a 
law school for a decade and played a 
significant role in the development of 
Greenville County. 

Meanwhile , the Furman family has 
never ceased its involvement with Fur
man University . Richard Furman's son , 
James C. Furman , pastor of Green
ville's First Baptist Church, became 
senior professor, faculty chairman and , 
in 1859, first president of the university . 
When the Civil War began , students left 
classrooms to fight and the university 
closed from 1861 to 1866. (In South 
Carolina only Wofford College , a 
Methodist school , remained open . The 
Citadel remained closed until 1881.) 

In a broken , dispirited , impoverished 
post-war South , James C . Furman tried 
desperately to recuperate. In 1868 a 
friend urged the president to "take the 
lifeboat and quit the wreck ." Furman 
replied , "I have nailed my colours to the 
mast and if the vessel goes down , I will 
go down with it. " Furman continued in 
office until 1879 and the university sur
vived . Although briefly closed in 1881 
to reorganize under new president 
Charles Manly , the college has since 
remained open . 

Descendants of Richard and James 
Furman continued to influence and 
support the school. Richard 's great
grandson , Alester Garden Furman , 
served as a trustee from 1902 to 1937 . 
Alester G. Furman Jr. served from 
1943 to the late 1960s and Alester G . 
Furman III currently serves as chairman 
of the executive committee of the 
board . 

When the Furman University was 
chartered in 1851 with a college prep 
department , full college and graduate 
seminary , the master plan called for a 
law school. However, it was not until 
1921 that the law school was realized . 
Meanwhile , Furman lost university 
status in 1859 when the theological 
school was separated to become South
ern Baptist Theological Seminary in 
accordance with a plan to establish a 
central Baptist seminary in the South . 
Plans for the law school were post
poned by the Civil War , by financial 
hardships during Reconstruction , and 
by World War I, which also forced the 
closing of Furman's graduate division in 
1917 . 

Finally , in 1921 , Furman President 
William J . McGlothlin brought the law 
school into existence . The ill-fated law 
school became a victim of the Depres
sion and was closed in March , 1932. 
Duke University accepted the students 
and Furman's law library was sold to the 
Greenville Bar Association . Today 13 of 
Furman's law graduates are practicing 
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law or living in retirement in five 
states-the two Carolinas, Tennessee, 
Missouri and California. Among those 
graduates are former U.S. Congress
man Robert T. Ashmore , former U.S . 
District Attorney and S.C . Democratic 
party chairman E.P. "Ted" Riley, 
former state legislator Ned Gregory of 
Lancaster , Charles Keith Truluck of 
Olanta, Hugh Alton Beasley of Green
wood , Smith LeRoy Sellars of Pauline 
and Robert R. Scales Jr. of Greenville . 

Furman became financially secure in 
1924 when it was named a beneficiary 
of the Duke Endowment, a $40-million 
charitable trust established by James B. 
Duke of North Carolina . When Duke 
died a year later, the fund was increased 
to over $100 million. The endowment 
helped build Duke University and pro
vides perpetual assistance to Davidson 
College , Johnson C. Smith University, 
Furman University, hospitals and or
phanages in both Carolinas and Metho
dist preachers and rural churches in 
North Carolina. In the past half-century 
the Duke Endowment has given Fur
man almost $15 million. 

In the late 1930s Furman attracted 
national attention by forming the 
Greenville County Council for Com
munity Development, an exhaustive 
program for action involving the col
lege, governmental agencies, com
munity leadership, public schools and 
business enterprises-in all, 23 agen
cies and organizations. Furman set the 
stage for adult education , interracial 
cooperation and community relations 
influential in the development of Green
ville . Furman President Bennette E. 
Geer proposed the idea of turning the 
community into a laboratory where stu
dents could find and solve problems for 
the improvement of the community . 
Geer believed education should provide 
leaders for both mill and rural South. 

Today the Furman influence upon 
the community continues . The college 
has again received national recognition, 
this time for the work of its Collegiate 
Educational Service Corps, manned by 
more than half the student body, for 
volunteer work through some 60 agen
cies in a three-county area . Faculty 
members assume leadership positions in 
church and civic affairs as Furman 
maintains a tradition of community 
service. 

Although Furman is emerging in the 
mid-1970s with a Southeastern regional 
image, ties with Greenville remain 

(Please tum to page 74) 
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KIRKWOOD LANE-CAMDEN, S. C. 
This lovely home situated on three and a half beautifully landscaped 
acres, overlooking Kirkwood Common, is well suited for both family and 
entertaining. Five bedrooms all carpeted, five and a half baths, large 
living room, dining room and den. Antique mantels, old pine paneling and 
hardwood floors. Game room, St. Charles custom kitchen, pool, three car 
garage and office. Offered exclusively by BOYKIN REAL TY, please call 
or write for more information. 

J:Jt: [B DeKalb Street and Commerce Alley 
Camden,S.C.29020 
(803) 432-0531 

THEWEDDNG 
BY GRACE LUMPKIN / AFTERWORD BY LILLIAN B. GILKES 

A signifi cant addition to the small shelf of the Ameri can 
novel of manners, by a South Carolina writer who deserves 
to be studied along with her Southern compeers : Eudora 

Lost A , eriam Fiction Welty , Katherine Anne Porter, Carson McCullers , and 
11 

Flannery O'Connor. A native of Georgia, Miss Lumpkin Zf? '6-...Jd' drew on her South Carolina childhood for the setting of 
~ . e YV~. Jr:) this charming story exploring human values . A quiet 

4 
( , masterpiece, originally published in 1939, The Wedding is 

featured in the Lost American Fiction Series. 
A Novel by Grace Lumpkin At your bookseller or from Southern Illinois University Press 

----------------- --- -- ------Wilh ,m Allt•rnord bv Lllban &im,mt Gilt..,.... 
Plht-.cnpt b\.· the ~uth<•r Southern Illinois University Press 

P.O. Box 3697, Carbondale, Illinois 62901 

Please serid me copy (copies) of The We dding 
by Grace Lumpkin at $8.95 each. (0767-7) l 

~ "~';;",.;;;;.;:,;;;;;:.;;f.*'~;.1 

i" 
r;·,l·-i -~-' " 
'.~· 

Payment enclosed 

_ 81 II my BankAmeri card no expires __ 

_ 8111 my Master Charge no. expires __ 

Bank no. ____ _ 

Name (Please print) _____________ _ 

Address, _________________ _ 

City ___________________ _ 

State Zip ____ _ 
11 

"----' Orders from individuals must be prepaid or by cred it card. The Press pays 
postage in apprec iation. Please add 5% sales tax on all orders to be sh ipped to an Illi nois address. 
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If you purchase four gift subscriptions to Sandlapper at $12 a subscription it will cost you $48, right? 

WRONG 
Our readers keep telling us that Sandlapper is improving with every issue but we would like to share 

Sand tapper with even more readers and subscribers than we have now. So when you give four gift subscriptions 
to Sandlapper to four of your friends or relatives we will only charge you for three and send the other gift 
subscription free. 

The price is $36 plus .48 S. C. sales tax for each subscription going to addresses in South Carollina. This offer 
only applies to new subscriptions and does not apply to renewals of previous subscriptions. We also ask that you 
send in a check or money order with your order to save us the expense of billing. No BankAmericard or Master 
Charge billing, please. 

Print the names and addresses on the form below (oron a separate sheet of paper) and send it with your check 
to: 

Sandlapper Magazine 
P. 0. Box 1668 
Columbia, S. C. 29202 

----------- ------ _ T _____ --------------
NAME I NAME 

I 
STREET I STREET 

I 
CITY I CITY ____________ _ 

STATE ZIP : STATE ZIP 

Start Subscription With Issue. : Start Subscription With Issue. 

------------------+-------------------
' NAME I NAME 

STREET : STREET 

CITY I CITY ____________ _ 
I 

STATE ZIP I STATE ZIP 

I 
Start Subscription With Issue. I Start Subscription With Issue. 

--- - ----- -- - - - - __ ..L, _ - -----------------

THE GIFT CARD SHOULD READ FROM __________________ _ 

GIVERS NAME _____________ ADDRESS 

CITY _____________ STATE ___________ ZIP 



PATRICK HENRY: PATRIOT AND 
STATESMAN, Norine Dickson 
Campbell, The Devin-Adair Co., 
Illustrated, $12.50. 

Writers , of whatever stripe , are pecu
liarly feline , being a breed of cat whose 
size and markings seldom betray a 
predatory nature-until too late . Such a 
writer is Norine Dickson Campbell , 
author of Patrick Henry's newest and 
perhaps most biased biography . The 
book in question is on the whole com
mendable , being no less a veritable 
labor of love-but , as love often is , Mrs . 
Campbell's work is singularly one-sided . 

As biographer , Norine Dickson 
Campbell surfaces as something of a 
latter-day Vestal Virgin , priestess , 
keeper of the sacred flame at the shrine 
of the great Virginian himself , Patrick 
Henry , Revolutionary titan . 

A native of South Carolina , Mrs . 
Campbell reportedly makes her home 
in Virginia where she is widely recog
nized as an authority on matters per
taining to her subject's life and times . 
With her biography , Mrs . Campbell gets 
by on pure guts and rough nerve , the 
brick and mortar of her avid partisan
ship . Oddly enough , the lady presents 
her hero 's case as if he were hauled 
before the bar of justice on multiple 
charges of horse stealing ; this is com
pounded by what seems to be self
doubt , a fear of the author's inability to 
get Henry off . As it so happens , these 
guessed-at misgivings are for naught . 
Push and audacity win the day. 

As pure and simple biography , Mrs . 
Campbell's book is edifying , illuminat
ing (candled as it is by rigorously applied 
prejudice) and of consequence . The fly 
in the ointment is that the lady has given 
her readers a hard road to travel-and 
all of it uphill . People in public life 
require thick skins to shield their sensi
bilities , yet with a degree of elasticity . 
Were I one of today's Movers and 
Shakers , I would not care to have 
Patrick Henry's new biographer in hot 
pursuit of my hide , as advocate or ad
versary ; the lady would leave no figura 
tive stone unturned ; her probing fingers 
would not fail to pinch the shyest 
blemish-and that just would not do . 
Mrs . Campbell is very much an issue
taking lady , one not afraid to speak her 
mind or to step on toes , shedding if 
need be her mantle of high-born gra
ciousness , a thing both ethereal and 
pudding thick , as ever present as 
Spanish moss cascading in the swollen 
heavens of cypress swamps . 
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Paging through Mrs . Campbell's 

biography , I kept falling over an oc
casional lack of cohesiveness of 
thought , a certain indecision. Her por
trait of Henry lacks depth, this despite 
the plentiful heaping of carefully laid
out material ; the shallowness is one of 
vision (the author's) and the painted in 
halo does not suit the character of her 
subject. Patrick Henry was in life a 
man's man . Mexican cabelleros would 
have said of him-admiringly-that he 
had hueves . The Virginian , being the 
man he was, would have acknowledged 
the compliment and would have en
joyed the grand earthiness of its de
livery . In verbally portraying Henry , 
Mrs. Campbell alternates between two 
roles , one of spitoon-banging Back
country magistrate hammering out juicy 
justice in the light of her own personal 
prejudice , and one of moony schoolgirl 
riding the rapids of her first crush . The 
author's sentences , her phrasing , is as 
concise as that to be found in well
drawn legal briefs-chillingly direct
but underscored by a thread of fatuous 
puppy love-no doubt the 'warmth' 
alluded to in the book's dust jacket . 

Not unnatural for Southern women , 
Norine Dickson Campbell is a dead
shot and biting the dust is the only 
reward at her hand for any and all rash 
enough to say 'Nay' to Patrick Henry's 
(more to the point, the author's) 'Yea .' 
No time is wasted in calling out William 
Wirt , Henry's first biographer. Where 
this hapless gentleman is concerned , 
Mrs . Campbell assumes (quick-change 
artist that she is) the role of pot-banging 
fishwife . Drawing courage from her own 
illustrious pedigree , the author looks 
askance at no less a personage than the 
Honorable Thomas Jefferson ; were the 
two contemporaries , I'm not all that 
sure that the squire of Monticello could 
have held his own and remain an 
unsullied gentleman . 

From early boyhood I have shied 
away from American history , mainly 
because of writers such as Norine 
Dickson Campbell , preferring the 
butchery of ancient Rome or the 
poisonous atmosphere of the Italian 
City States of a later day . I admired 
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from the safe distance of intervening 
years the bloody sleight of hand that 
shadowed Old England's royal chess 
game; I was more comfortable with the 
delightful deviousness of Saladin's court 
than with the bluenoses of Cotton 
Mather & Co. This author , Mrs. Camp
bell , has done nothing to divert my anti
pathy toward her subject. 

Well-aware that the prettiest flowers 
are most likely to be those growing in 
one's own garden, the author's hand
some rose bush is sheathed with myriad 
spiny footnotes whose sole function it is 
to draw the blood of impatience . It is 
well nigh impossible when dealing with 
writers like Mrs. Campbell to read two 
consecutive sentences, let alone a full 
paragraph , without snagging one's eyes 
in the underbrush of neocosmic data . 
Reading the lady's book is like sinking 
teeth into the hard crust of an over
baked loaf of bread-the very act 
demands several bottles of good wine 
by way of compensation-the juice of 
compassion . One wonders if Mrs . 
Campbell had the general public in 
mind as her sounding board. 

Hiding behind the filigree of demure 
femininity , there lurks (like a panting 
she bear) the sparks of sassy discontent ; 
long on 'family ,' Mrs . Campbell strikes 
me as a lady short on forbearance ; 
lacking charity of mind (a willingness to 
forgive opinions that differ from her 
own ,) her own is as tightly closed as a 
sprung trap . 

It is a plain shame that the author's 
efforts were not discernably directed at a 
mass readership as opposed to elegant 
Academe . Mrs . Campbell need not 
stand back from plebiean America ; the 
citizens thereof are far more worthy of 
her notice than sundry Herr Professors. 

Literature , if it is that at all , entertains . 
Mrs. Campbell's book certainly does 
not ; it is a vehicle of instruction only and 
while a dose of the latter is beneficial 
now and again it will not be at Mrs . 
Campbell's door that I'll go knocking . 
To be fair to the lady I'm sure she meant 
to do more than build a mausoleum to 
house Henry's memory but from my 
corner of the couch all she manages to 
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I. JENKINS MIKELL. JR. 

• life Insurance 
• Pension Plans 

• Group Insurance 
• Health Insurance 

• Annuities 

New York Life Insurance Co. 

WEEKEND RATE 
$13 per day per room 

Feast At Our Buffet 
Featurin& Country Kitchen Cook in' 

• Evenings 3.50 
• Sundays 2.95 
• Lunch 2.25 

do is to get in the way of a 'good read .' 

C.P. Williams is a writer and poet from 
South Congaree . 

COLLECTING THE EDGED WEA
PONS OF THE THIRD REICH. Maj. 
Thomas M. Johnson. Columbia, 
S.C. 343 pages. $16.50. 

During the three decades since the 
end of World War II there has been 
growing interest in the military tech
nology of Hitler's Germany . This is es
pecially true of the weapons of the Third 
Reich . Unfortunately , much of the liter
ature on the weapons has been merely 
a catalogue of individuals' collections 
with little attempt at completeness and 
organization. But indeed , these studies 
have been useful if only to present an 
aspect-other than purely political- of 
post-1918 Germany. 

@S.C.N . Center, Main St . II 
P.O. Box 11803 i 

Columbia. S.C. 29211 I ~ 
252-5657 

Phone 233-4651 
291 By-Pass 

Across from Textile Hall 

Major Johnson 's study of edged 
weapons of the Third Reich is an out
standing departure and improvement 
over other similar books. The major's 
work is extremely well done and it 
serves as what should be done , not only 
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The Rock Hill American Revolution Bicentennial Committee has commissioned Jack Bolin to depict four scenes in 
Rock Hill's past. A limited edition of numbered prints of each are available from the Committee. 

These full-color reproductions are on heavy, twelve by sixteen inch stock, most suitable for framing. Order by mail, 
using the coupon: 

TO: Rock Hill American Revolution Bicentennial Committee 
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All orders add postage and handling ..... . . $ .50 
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in the comparatively narrow field of 
edged weapons , but also as a model of 
a well-written technical treatment. 

From beginning to end the book is a 
delight to use . Chapters are well organ
ized and extremely helpful in leading 
the reader from the general to the spe
cific. It is obvious that the major has 
really done his homework . This re
viewer is especially well grounded , by 
reading and actual war assignments , to 
evaluate Major Johnson's research in 
preparing this book ; I can only say that 
the research is of superior coverage and 
accuracy . 

The prospective reader will be 
pleased to learn that the many illustra
tions are of superior quality . Major 
Johnson has used a fine-grade paper 
and clear illustrations to supplement his 
well-written text . 

An excellent glossary of terms and 
selected bibliography make this a 
"must" for the collector and research 
student. It was a pleasant surprise to 
note that the author included in his bib
liography the little-known but highly 
valuable basic mark of the war years: 
the handbook on German Military 
Forces , TM-E 30-451 , U .S . Army , 
1945-a book which this reviewer 
helped to compile . 

Collecting the Edged Weapons of the 
Third Reich is somewhat limiting as a 
title ; the book does much more than 
merely covering "collecting ." It could 
well be titled Edged Weapons of the 
Third Reich : a Technical and Definitive 
Study. Whether you are a collector , 
student of military history or an analyst 
of the propaganda uses of military 
symbols-you will like this book. 

Dr. Francis A. Lord is author of The 
Civil War Collector's Encyclopedia and 
curator of his collection of 10,000 
military artifacts currently on indefinite 

A SAMPLER OF WAYSIDE 
HERBS, Rediscovering Old Uses 
for Familiar wild Plants, by Bar
bara Pond, The Chatham Press, 
Inc., 126 pp. (32 pp. of color plates 
and 60 fine-line pencil drawings) 
$17.50. 

The fields were covered with tall 
slender spikes of green topped with 
clusters of reddish flowerettes- "sour
grass," a sure sign that school was about 
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BICENTENNIAL 
TOURS 

Two Tours To Choose 

Liberty Tour 
9 days and includes Monticello, 
Gettysburg, Williamsburg, 
Valley Forge, and many other 
spots $359 

Heritage Tour 
8 days and includes Monticello, 
Jamestown, Williamsburg, the 
Lost Colony performance, Tryon 
Palace and many other sights 
$348 

All tours leave from Columbia 
All depart on Saturdays 

THOMAS TOURS 
P.O. Box 2796 

Rock Hill, S.C. 29730 
Phone 803-328-5111 
Mrs. Louise Miller 
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Mountain Patriarch 
Bunco mbe County, N.C. 

Pen & Ink Prints 
Limited Edition of 500 

Numbered & Signed 
11 " x 17" on Quality Paper 

Satisfaction Guaranteed 
$5 .50 

Cantey C. DuBose, Jr . 
406 Aster Drive 

Simpsonville , S. C. 29681 
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Chronicles of 

"Chicora Wood" 
A HARD-HITTING 
VACATION AT 
PALMETTO DUNES. By ELIZABETH ALLSTON PRINGLE 

A classic account of the antebel
lum life and the Civil War agony of 
the Low Country's rice-planter 
aristocrats , both on their planta
tions and in their Charleston 
townhouses. 

Lessons from our Laver
Emerson Tennis staff will defi
nitely toughen up your game. 
It's an aggressive, hard-hitting 
style that comes right from the 
"Rocket" and "Emme'.' You'll 
learn it at Hilton Head's best 
tennis complex, and we'll make 
your off-court time really special, 
too. For all the details, just get 
in touch with us: Palmetto 
Dunes Resort, P 0. Box 5628, 
Hilton Head, S. C. 29928; 
phone: (803) 785-2151. 

This handsome new edition, 
with dust jacket and index, makes 
available once again one of the 
most treasured of all South 
Carolina books . A delight for the 
visitor who is enraptured by the 
moss-hung plantations and the his
toric coastal areas; a must for the 
resident who is conscious of his
tory and heritage. 

You may obtain a copy at your 
local bookstore or by sending $10 
plus 50¢ handing charge to: 

CHEROKEE PUBLISHING 
COMPANY 
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Post Office Box 1081 
Covington, Ga. 30209 ID Palmetto Dunes Resort 

Get the best of Hilton Head Island. 

U.S. Census Reprints 
HEADS OF FAMILIES AT THE FIRST CENSUS OF THE UNITED STATES 

TAKEN IN THE YEAR 1790. 
Orig. pub. Washington, D.C. 1907-08. Reprinted 1961-64. 12 vols . 

Available by states. All 8V2 x 11" with map & index . 

SOUTH CAROLINA, MARYLAND, 
150pp ............. $12 189pp ..... .... .... $12 

NORTH CAROLINA, NEW HAMPSHIRE, 
292 pp ........... .. $15 146 pp .. . .... ... ... . $9 

VIRGINIA, CONNECTICUT, 
189pp ............. $12 227pp ............. $12 

PENNSYLVANIA, NEW YORK, 
426pp ............. $18 308pp ............. $15 

MAINE, 105 pp ......... $9 MASSACHUSETTS, 
VERMONT, 95 pp . .. .... $9 363 pp ........... .. $15 
RHODE ISLAND, 

71 pp ............... $9 
The schedules of the first census of the United States, 1790, form a 
unique inheritance for the nation, since they represent for each of the 
states concerned a list of the heads of families in the United States at the 
time of the adoption of the Constitution . At the time of publication of 
these reprint volumes, a Library Journal review said that these books have 
"great reference content and will be found useful for genealogists, his
torians, and sociologists .... " Rolls were originally compiled on 17 
states; the records of six states-Delaware, Georgia, Kentucky, New 
Jersey, Tennessee, and Virginia-were destroyed during the War of 1812. 
The Virginia records were partially reconstructed and are available in this set. 

We Have Over 250 Titles Available on The Southeastern 
Region and Are Always Expanding That list. 

The Write For Complete Catalogue. 
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'.o give way t s . : , litl 
summer would come the clover and th, 
inevitable search for the one with fou 
leaves (of course I always found one) t< 
be pressed in a book and kept for goo, 
luck. Blissful hours spent fashionin! 
necklaces and braclets of the blossoms 
or a rope that , with care , could be use< 
for jumping. 

For those who share similar mem 
ories it will be interesting to learn tha 
sourgrass , or more accurately, sheeJ 
sorrel greens , are a rich source of Vita 
min C and was used during the Middl, 
Ages to prevent scurvy. An interestin! 
1793 recipe , Soup with Sorrel anc 
Eggs , is included. Clover was creditec 
with slowly improving the health , possi 
bly the reason many people toda) 
believe a daily intake of honey beneficia 
to the health . A tea to soothe the nerve: 
can also be made from this abundan 
herb . 

Most of us are familiar with Elderberr~ 
Wine , but how about a cool refreshini 
Dandelion Wine? Mrs. Pond includes, 
recipe for this wine , Rose Hip Jelly 
candied Sweet Flag Root and severa 
sachets. You may be aware of the lov( 
potion qualities attributed to the wile 
pansy ; well take note, according to Mrs 
Pond the properties of our cultivatec 
pansy are the same . 

Our familiar periwinkle was a charrr 
against snakes and the devil , St. Johns· 
wort a protection against witches anc 
thunderstorms . Yellow Bedstraw pro· 
vided mattresses, helped curdle milk fo1 
cheese and was used by Tudor English 
girls to dye their hair blond . Medicinai 
information , folklore , food sources and 
a few nostalgic memories are in store fo1 
those who own and read this interesting 
book . The excellent color plates and 
pencil drawings add greatly to its value 
both aesthetically and informatively. 
Sadly not all of the herbs listed are to be 
found in the Southeast and many we 
have down here are not included. 

If you find it painful to cough up the 
not so nominal price ($17 .50), remem
ber the recipes for cough drops and 
nerve-soothing teas . After you've re
laxed, s.it down and enjoy the book , 
using it often and sharing it with others. 
I hope that it will bring for many a new 
respect for our friends the "weeds ," for 
it was they who nurtured "Mother 
Earth" in her beginning , before man 
came to disrupt the balance , and they 
who will likely continue long after we 
are gone . 

Fran James is manager of the boo~ 
department of Davison 's in Columbia. 
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filmclip 

Short Takes 

The Adventures of Sherlock 
Holmes ' Smarter Brother: Don't con
fuse the character of Sigerson 
Holmes , created and played by Gene 
Wilder, with Sherlock's other 
brother, the clever fellow in The 
Seven Per Cent Solution (the recent 
best-seller just finished filming) . Siggy 
is a jealous kid brother who wants to 
make good in the profession his older 
brother has excelled in. Wilder's fel
low actors from Young Frankenstein , 
Madeline Kahn and Marty Feldman , 
add to the often funny but not com
pletely successful proceedings of this 
zany mystery-comedy. Mr. Wilder 
also directed ; he should have asked 
for help with the writing and direct
ing, but his performance is inspired 
silliness . (PG) 

The Adventures of the Wilderness 
Family : The title describes quite well 
the story of a Los Angeles family 
(Mom , Dad , two kids) who move to 
a remote area of the Pacific North
west . Undoubtedly a lot of people 
will be inclined to want to do likewise 
while watching parts of the movie; 
other parts may make one think 
twice about the project. Good whole
some fantasy written and directed by 
Robert F. Logan . The beautiful 
scenery is in reality the Uinta Moun
tains of Utah . 

All Screwed Up is not an exact 
translation of the original Italian title 
of this Lina Wertmuller film . It is , 
however , a good description of the 
movie itself about a group of country 
types who go to the factories in the 
big city of Milan . The point of the film 
may be to show the dehumanizing 
effect of labor, but the film has no 
point of view . All Screwed Up was 
made before Wertmuller's successes 
of Swept Away and Seven Beauties , 
but it has just recently been put into 
general release . (PG) 

And Now for Something Com
pletely Different is not really a new 
movie . For some reason , this hilari
ous 1970 British film is just now 
being shown in the United States . 
Perhaps it was considered "ahead of 

(Please turn to page 72) 
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gourmet 
fare 

Welcome to the "Vin Nouveau" 

The term nouveau, which simply 
means "new" in French, is extremely 
popular in the wine world . 

With the arrival of the new year all 
wine lovers of the world are expect
ing the results of the latest harvest in 
Beaujolais . It is analogous to a ritual. 
Each year everyone wants to be the 
first to drink the newly born Beau
jolais, generally christened under the 
name of Beaujolais Nouveau or 
Beaujolais Primeur . 

In France, when this wine is bot
tled near the end of November, it is 
the occasion for great festivities . In 
Paris the arrival of the first bottle of 
Beaujolais Nouveau is an exciting 
event, and restaurants , bars and 
sidewalk cafes fight to have the priv
ilege of serving the first glass in front 
of the news media. This epidemic 
has crossed the ocean and now the 
same event that is · occurring in Paris 
is happening in New York, in Wash
ington and even in San Francisco 
where the wine is flown in by spe
cially chartered airplanes and wel
comed at the airport with the honors 
of a very important personage. 

Beaujolais Nouveau is richly dark 
and still a little "petillant" from its 
recently fermentation . All its charm is 
in its youth and it must be consumed 
very soon. Its fame and success has 
made a lot of other wine regions in 
France and throughout the world 
very jealous. Consequently , we see a 
lot of "Vin Nouveau" or new wines 
made according to the same process 
and named Bordeaux Nouveau , 
Nouveau Rhone , etc . Their qualities 
and characteristics do not withstand 
comparison to Beaujolais Nouveau . 
An interesting experiment actually 
took place in California where one of 
the most sophisticated wine pro
ducers put on the market , on a small 
scale , a Zinfandel Nouveau. 

Unfortunately, I do not think we 
will ever have the occasion to taste it 
because of its microscopic produc
tion . Yet, it seems that the producers 
are opening the road for a larger 
winery and I will not be surprised to 

(Please turn to page 72) 

the gardener 

Get 'em Growin' 

Welcome Spring-the time of year 
when a gardener's fancy turns to 
squash and azaleas, and the feel of 
cool soil under the fingernails height
ens the spirit. 

Planting a vegetable garden, sow
ing a lawn or pruning the shrubs all 
give us a chance to re-acquaint our
selves with the other living things 
around us . Ankle-deep in dark , rich 
earth, I am closest to the reality that I, 
like all living things , am a product of 
the soil. None of us could survive 
without it ; yet it depends upon us for 
its continued existence. 

WHAT IS SOIL? 

Soil is living matter . It is composed 
of the same minerals and proteins 
and acids that make up all living 
things in the universe-including you 
and me . I was a freshman at 
Clemson when Dr. G.H . Collins , a 
professor I will never forget , said to 
us : "In the beginning, God created 
... the earth for all mankind ." He 
taught us that soil is precious , some
thing to be revered and something 
never , but never , to be referred to as 
dirt! 

Soil is also decayed rock and or
ganic material that interact with 
minerals in the atmosphere, sunshine 
and rain , to produce life . For a pro
ductive lawn or garden, a rich layer 
of this decayed material is essential , 
not only because it contains the life
blood, but also, because it provides 
aeration for root development and 
offers a great water holding capacity . 
As is true of all life cycles , all that 
grows from the earth, returns to the 
earth. So, in fact , all that remains of 
last year's crop becomes the organic 
matter that feeds this season's har
vest. Simple . .. and essential. 

WHAT IS THE "LIFE-BLOOD" 
OF THE SOIL? 

The ecosystem of the earth is ar
(P/ease turn to page 72) 
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FILMCLIP (Continued from page 72) 

its time ." Well , I'm glad that some
body remembered it because I 
needed the laughs . There's no plot
just a series of unrelated sketches by 
the Monty Python team (John 
Cleese, Graham Chapman, Eric Idle, 
Michael Palin , Terry Gilliam and 
Terry Jones-and I still haven't 
figured out which is who or who is 
which .) (PG) 

The Diamond Mercenaries has 
Telly Savalas, Peter Fonda, Hugh 
O'Brien , O .J . Simpson, Christopher 
Lee and Maud Adams on location in 
South Africa in an unimpressive 
caper about robbing a well-protected 
diamond mine . 

Gable and Lombard is a movie 
only for people who read Photoplay 
and little else. It has all the slickness 
and polish that one expects of a four 
million dollar Universal Studios 
movie, but there is nothing under
neath the surface . The story tells how 
movie stars Carole Lombard and 
Clark Gable fell in love and how they 
had to hide from gossip that would 
ruin their careers since he was a 
married man. (How swiftly attitudes 
change? No, not really-the script is 
inaccurate .) The movie begins with 
the actual sad event of Lombard's 
untimely death. There's nothing new 
or insightful in the film if one knows 
the true story ; in retrospect, there's 
more fiction than fact in this so-called 
film biography . James Brolin , the 
popular television star , doesn't have 
Gable's charisma even though he is a 
capable enough actor. The talented 
stage actress Jill Clayburgh tries less 
to look and sound like Lombard than 
Brolin does Gable; she fares no 
better though. The fault is not with 
the actors , however, but with the bad 
soap opera script of Barry Sandler. 

Hester Street: There really is a 
Hester Street in New York City and 
this movie has so much reality-not 
to mention warmth and humanity
about it that one tends to forget (or at 
least forgive) the somewhat contrived 
ending. Carole Kane has won herself 
a well-deserved Oscar nomination as 
a Jewish immigrant wife just off the 
boat who is at first bewildered by 
America and the fact that she is an 
embarrassment to her already as
similated husband (Steven Keats). 
The beautifully detailed nostalgia was 
directed by Joan Micklin Silver. (PG) 

If You Don't Stop It You'll Go 
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Blind is seldom funny, sometimes 
dirty, usually in poor taste, and 
always bad. There are many de
servedly unknown faces in the large 
cast . (R) 

Jury of One: Could Sophia Loren 
be a murderess, a blackmailer, a kid
napper-or even all three? I'll not 
tell. Set in France; the beautiful lady's 
legal defender is Jean Gabin. (R) 

Next Stop, Greenwich Village is 
the latest from Paul Mazursky who 
gave us Blume in Love and Bob and 
Carole and Ted and Alice. This most 
recent film is autobiographical, one 
suspects, as it follows the paths of an 
aspiring actor, winningly played by 
newcomer Lenny Baker, who leaves 
his Brooklyn home for life in the 
Village in the early 1950s. Shelley 
Winters is absolutely wonderful as 
the last word in Jewish mothers. 
More able support is provided by 
Christopher Walken, Lois Smith, 
and others. (R) 

The Magic Flute was originally 
filmed for Swedish television, yet it 
has transferred well to the big screen . 
In fact, it is probably the best movie 
version of an opera ever made. The 
trick that director Ingmar Bergman 
has used so successfully is that he 
doesn't try to make the audience 
believe wholeheartedly in the reality 
of the silly plot. On the contrary, we 
watch a theatre audience while the 
overture plays ; the camera occasion
ally picks up actors waiting in the 
wings or a backstage worker relaxing. 
Opera purists will no doubt be an
noyed at such things as well as the 
fact that the opera is not complete, 
but overall the show is a feast for the 
whole family to enjoy-well, the 
youngsters should be able to read on 
a fourth grade level for the subtitles 
since it's sung in Swedish. If there are 
no great voices in the cast , there are 
no bad one either and no poorly 
acted roles . And Mozart's music is a 
joy. (G) 

No Deposit, No Return is another 
empty-headed Walt Disney Studios 
production in which all adults are in
ferior to children . The story concerns 
two youngsters (Kim Richards and 
Brad Savage) who kidnap them
selves in order to get their own 
desires fulfilled . The cast is impres
sive: David Niven plays a wealthy 
grandfather who is aware of the kids' 
plot; Barbara Feldon is the wander-

ing businesswoman mother; Darren 
McGavin and Don Knotts are a pair 
of inept crooks. (G) 

John Akins Jr. is a free-lance writer from 
Washington, D. C. 

What ideas, opm1ons or com
ments do you have for Sand
lapper? Letters to the editor are 
encouraged and solicited. We do 
reserve the right to publish any or 
all of the correspondence unless 
the writer specifies otherwise . For 
publication consideration, letters 
must be signed . 

GOURMET (Continued from page 71) 

see a Beaujolais Nouveau made in 
California appearing on the market 
within a few years. Let us welcome it, 
because the wine-drinking crowd is 
growing faster than the wine pro
duction . 

"Bienvenue" to the 1975 Beau
jolais! 

Jean-Pierre Chambas is wine con
sultant to the Wine and Cheese 
Cellar in Columbia. 

GARDENER (Continued from page 71) 

ranged in such a way that the ele
ments in the atmosphere and the soil 
interact to nurture plant and animal 
life . The most important of these ele
ments are minerals, and the minerals 
most necessary for plant production 
are found in the soil. 

There is a formula I refer to (this 
also came from my college days) to 
help me remember these minerals : 
"C . Hopkins Cafe, mighty good, 
mighty nice." All of the letters, or 
combinations of the letters, represent 
the minerals . C, carbon; H , hydro
gen; 0 , oxygen ; P , phosphorus; K, 
potassium; I, iodine; N, nitrogen ; S, 
sulphur; Ca, calcium; Fe, Iron; Mg, 
magnesium; and Mn, manganese . 

Of major concern to gardeners are 
the three minerals, N, nitrogen; P, 

(Please turn to page 73) 
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GARDENER 
phosphorus; and K, potassium. Any 
of you who have purchased a bag of 
10-10-10 have purchased ten parts 
of nitrogen, ten parts of phosphorus 
and ten parts of potassium. Organi
cally speaking , you have purchased 
the equivalent amounts of such or
ganic sources as cottonseed meal or 
soybean meal (nitrogen), phos
phorus rock (phosphorus) and ash 
(potassium). When all of these min
erals are arranged in correct propor
dtions to one another, they are said 
to have attained proper "pH bal
ance." I'm sure you are familiar with 
the term when used in connection 
with hair care products , and it has the 
same meaning when applied to the 
soil. In effect , pH indicates the acidity 
(sourness) and alkalinity (sweetness) 
of the soil (or the shampoo , if you 
will) . Soil pH is measured on a scale 
of one to ten, seven representing 
neutrality with everything above 
seven indicating alkaline soil, and 
everything below seven suggesting 
acidity. In this part of the country, 
most plants need a slightly acid soil
say, a pH of 6.5. When the soil is any 
more alkaline, minerals cannot be 

converted by the root system into 
food. A pH of much less than 6.5 
causes similar problems. 

WHAT DO MINERALS DO? 

Now that you have some idea of 
the mineral content of the soil , it 
would be good for you to understand 
how these minerals are taken into the 
"bloodstream" of the plant. Once 
minerals have been properly broken 
down , (or have reached the proper 
pH balance) , they are absorbed into 
the plant by way of the roots and are 
carried by sap to the leaves. Through 
the process of photosynthesis, the 
influence of sunlight on the chloro
phyll-containing cells (leaves) manu
factures carbohydrates (or food) for 
the plant. Note : whether these min
erals are in the form of organic matter 
or fertilizers , they are still broken 
down in the same way to feed the 
plant. 

Of the essential minerals I men
tioned earlier , nitrogen is the one 
necessary for the production of foli
age which in turn provides food for 
the plant. Phosphorus stimulates the 
root system of the plant, and potas-

sium accounts for the production of 
the end-product of the plant , the fruit 
or vegetable. Keep in mind that , in 
order for these minerals to perform 
their functions properly , they must 
always maintain a ratio of 1: 1: 1. 

SO YOU WANT TO PLANT 
A GARDEN? 

Now that you know just about 
everything I know about the soil , let's 
talk practicalities . With Easter just 
past , we have no time to waste, es
pecially since we old-timers swear by 
planting on Good Friday for the best 
summer crop. It's usually by then that 
you can be sure of warm days ahead . 
If you're planting a garden this 
month , here are a few things to keep 
in mind: 

If you have the time , take a sample 
of your soil , from a few sections of 
your garden , to the nearest Clemson 
University Extension office . In a few 
weeks , they will send you the pH 
analysis of your soil , as well as 
mineral content and suggest ways 
you may improve upon your soil. 
Soil analysis can be crucial because 
the general distribution of a fertilizer 

WE'D LIKE THE PLEASURE OF 
YOUJLCOMPANY AT SIX FLAGS IN '76. 

April-May 1976 

even a 
beautiful 
picnic 
pavilion 
we can 
reserve 
for your 

private use. 
For more infor

mation, call us collect, or send in 
this coupon. 

I'd like to get a jump on knowing more about Com
pany Outings. 
Name ______ _ _ _________ _ 

Company ________________ _ 

Number of Employees ___________ _ 

Address ________________ _ 

City State _______ _ 
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can upset the mineral balance . 
"Bailey's Rule ," however , suggests 
that you might use a general addition 
of 25 pounds of 10-10-10 per 1,000 
square feet , along with a rich layer of 
organic matter , and hope for the 
best . Whatever you do, make sure 
you read label directions carefully . 

In future articles , we will be dis
cussing the progress of your gardens 
and the problems you might be 
running into. If you have any ques
tions you would like me to discuss , 
please write to me in care of Sand
lapper. Until then , keep 'em growing! 

Bob Bailey is former Richland Coun
ty Extension agent. 

Leaves 
This book may be purchased 
from : The Genealogical Pub
lishing Company , 521-523 St. 
Paul Place , Baltimore , Md. 
21202. 

George Franklin Stout is a genealo
gist from Beaufort . 

Peacocks 
English school and thus spoke very 
correctly. 

During her stay one of her pa
tients, an aristocratic well-educated 
Southern lady became very fond of 
her and the young nurse in turn was 
very fond of her patient. On the day 
the patient was going to be dis
charged, the patient asked her to 
come to her room to say goodbye . 
During their goodbyes the patient 
said (in her most honey-dripping 
magnolia accent) that she had grown 
quite fond of the young nurse and 
had been wanting to say something 
to her but was worried about doing 
so for fear of hurting the young lady's 
feelings. The young nurse assured 
her patient that her feelings would 
not be hurt. Whereupon the patient 
then said , "Well , my dear , you are so 
pretty , and such an excellent nurse . 
As a professional person , don 't you 
really think you should have some
thing done about that speech impedi
ment you have?" 

As I said at the beginning , this will 
probably not be a very popular 
column. But heck , being able to say 
something you want to say and 
needs to be said is about the only 
advantage in doing this column since 
columnists aren't really very highly 
paid and I am not sure there is any 
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good way to end it. Heck , I know 
that none of us are perfect. I mispro
nounce words myself , but I also try to 
listen to myself from time to time and 
how I sound when I talk . But the 
point is that there seems to be a 
pattern in it with many of the same 
words being mispronounced over 
and over. As a matter of fact one way 
to conclude this column is to ask 
readers who care about how words 
are pronounced-and have my same 
hangup about continually mispro
nounced words-to share those mis
pronounced words or phrases with 
me and I will ask that they be printed 
in the "Readers Comment" column. 
How about it? - Buck Miller. 

Furman 
(Continued from page 65) 

strong. Educational opportunities for 
the community include classes in the 
expanded Division of Continuing Edu
cation, special programs for teachers , 
seminars for civic and business leaders , 
art exhibits , drama , musical perform
ances and lectures . In an unusual co
operative effort between a public uni
versity and a private college , Clemson 
and Furman jointly offer a master's 
program in business administration to 
serve an area which has experienced a 
great influx of industry . And each 
summer Furman conducts the largest 
ecumenical program of continuing theo
logical education in the nation , the 
Furman Pastors School. 

In 1958 the combined colleges 
moved to a tract alongside Poinsett 
Highway near Paris Mountain and with
in sight of the Blue Ridge Mountains. 
Furman's 22 modified Colonial build
ings are situated beside a 30-acre lake . 
Designed by the same architects who 
restored Colonial Williamsburg for John 
D. Rockefeller Jr ., the campus will be 
complete when Furman constructs a 
fine arts building, an infirmary , a theatre 
building and a chapel. 

Eleven years ago Gordon Williams 
Blackwell , then president of Florida 
State University, returned to his alma 
mater as its eighth president , determin
ed to make Furman "great by national 
standards." Several years ago Furman's 
superior standing among liberal arts 
colleges was recognized when Phi Beta 
Kappa approved a chapter at Furman , 
one of only 214 chapters established 
since the prestigious scholastic honor 
society was founded in 1776. 

Eighty percent of the Furman faculty 
hold doctoral degrees . The under-

graduate enrollment is held by design to 
approximately 2,100 students . They 
come from 35 states and about ten 
foreign countries . Furman conducts 
foreign study programs in England , 
France , Austria, Spain , the Middle East 
and Japan. Approximately 500 gradu
ate students are seeking master's de
grees in business administration , educa
tion and chemistry. 

Furman's famed alumni include the 
two sons of President Charles Manly . 
John Matthews Manly was a leading 
authority on Chaucer . Charles Mat
thews Manly was the first (and at that 
time the only) aeronautical engineer in 
the United States. He invented, de
signed , constructed and tested engines 
in the early development of airplanes . 
Furman alumnus John Broadus Watson 
was the father of behavioral psycholo
gy ; (see Sandlapper , March 1976) G . 
Watts Cunningham, a Hegelian scholar. 
Charles Hard Townes won the Nobel 
Prize in physics for development of the 
laser and maser. His brother, Henry 
Keith Town es Jr ., is a famed entomolo
gist , author of 17 books and more than 
100 scientific articles. Raven I. McDavid 
Jr. is one of the world's foremost 
authorities on language and dialects . 
George S . Wise, chancellor of the 
University of Tel Aviv , received the 
highest degree awarded to a civilian by 
the Mexican government for direction of 
a literacy campaign there. Furman 
alumnus J. Douglas Poteat was presi
dent of the International Red Cross ; 
Fred A. Jones, a noted Shelley scholar. 
Barbara Ann Hewell, the first female 
chief resident of the Cincinnati Chil
dren's Hospital, was a consultant to the 
Egyptian government and directed ma
ternal and child health care in Hawaii. 
Kyle Hazelton , editor of The Christian 
Century , was a bold writer in behalf of 
applied Christianity. 

From humble beginnings in early 
America, Furman University has strug
gle through wars, depressions , ideologi
cal clashes , student confrontations , in
flation , recession, and changing public 
attitudes toward higher education to 
offer succeeding generations a chance 
at the vast store of knowledge and new 
horizons of learning. If only those early 
Baptists who committed themselves and 
their purses to the school could see it 
now. 

Maryneal Jones is director of Furman 
University News Service . 
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Storage 
by Mary Wyche Burgess 

Her children are about to 
dump her in a "Home for 
Senior Citizens,'' so there are 
many decisions to be made. 
What does she take with her, 
and what does she put in 
storage? 

April-May 1976 

Christopher Gadsden 
by Louise DuBose 

Every schoolchild in America 
knows about Sam Adams 
and Patrick Henry. But how 
many people - even in 
South Carolina - know 
about that petulant rabble
rousing Charleston mer
chant? We'll fill you in. 

William loor 
by Charles Watson 

An antebellum South Caro
lina playwright emerges from 
the shadows like the phan
tom of the theatre - an in
teresting excerpt from the 
bookAntebel/um Charleston 
Dramatists. 

75 



sandlapper shopper 

ORIENT AL RUGS 
LARGEST SELECTION 

IN SOUTH CAROLINA 

• ALL SIZES • ALL PRICES 
• NEW AND ANTIQUE 

We clean and repair 
Oriental and Domestic Rugs 

BIST ANY'S 
Directions: Go to 2480 Two Notch ltd., turn et 
K•yo St•tion •nd stop •t 1703 McF•dden StrMt 

252-1171 

We Hove a Complete Line 
of Skiing and Tennis 
Equipment and Accessories. 

Harm's Sport Shop 
501 S. Pleasantburg Dr. 

I I Greenville, South Carolina 

s~op 803-233-3135 

HANDMADE COUNTRY 
PRIMITIVE FURNITURE 
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Unique acces
sories for' each 
room 
-

Handmade gift 
items from 
local craftsmen 

Baby Items 

Quilts of all 
sizes 

Open 10 a.m. to 6 p.m. Daily 

COUNTRY COTTAGE 
GALLERY CENTRE 

Wade Hampton Boulevard 
Taylors, S.C. 

Phone 803-268-3493 

THE BRIDE'S SHOP 

For over 25 yea rs The Bride's Shop 
has offered complete bridal sen·ices 
to South Carolinians. Relax and 
enjoy your wedding. The B,·ide'J 
Shop will handle all details from 
flowers, catering, to wedding direc
tion. We also offer complete cateri ng 
service for parties and club meetings. 
Our shop hours are 10 :00 A. M. 
until 12 :30 P. M. and 3 :00 P. M. 
until 5 :30 P. M. Saturdays from 
10:00 A. M. until 12:30 P . M. 

THE BRIDE'S SHOP 
1424 HAMPTON STREET 

COLUMBIA, S. C. 2920 l 
803 -252-2294 

The Largest Nikon 
Dealer and Professional 
Supplier in South Caro
lina 

"If your pictures 
are not becoming to 
you you should be 

coming to us" 

PHOTO VILLAGE 
2047 West Evans Street 

Florence, S.C. 29501 
Phone 803-669-0000 

happenings 

film 

May 18, 25; June 1, 8, 15 
GREENVILLE-Tuesday Movies at 

the Greenville County Library; 
Thomas F. Parker Auditorium, 7 
p.m. 

May 22, 23 
COLUMBIA-Desert Whales by 

Jacques Cousteau, Columbia Sci
ence Museum Film Series; May 22, 
10:30 a.m., 3:30 p.m. ; May 23, 
3:30 p. m. and 5 p. m. 

May 29, 30 
COLUMBIA-"Whales" by Jacques 

Cousteau, Columbia Science 
Museum Film Series; May 29 , 
10:30 a.m. , 3:30 p.m. ; May 30, 
3 :30 p.m. and 5 p.m. 

June 5, 12 
GREENVILLE-Flicks, Facts and 

Treats, movie (8-14 year-olds) 
Thomas F. Parker Auditorium, 
Greenville County Library, 10 
a.m. 

art 

M<Jy 21, 25 
GREENVILLE-Bob Jones Univer

sity Orchestra, Chorus and Soloists 
Commencement Concert: Salute 
to America. Rodeheaver Au
ditorium. May21 at8p.m.; May25 
at 2 p.m. and 8 p.m. 

music------
May 7 - June 4 

CLEMSON-Art Exhibit: Architec
ture Thesis Projects, Rudolph Lee 
Gallery. 9-4:30 weekdays, 2-5 
Sundays. 

June 1-30 
GREENVILLE-Greenville County 

Library exhibit: Evolution of 
Transportation, American History 
up to 1776 and Bickham' s Univer
sal Penman. 

June 5 - 27 
GREENVILLE-Fortieth Greenville 

Artists' Guild Exhibition, Green
ville County Museum of Art. 

Sand/apper 
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May 20, 22, 24 
GREENVILLE-Bob Jones Univer

sity Classic Players: " Macbeth. " 
Rodeheaver Auditorium. May 20 
and 24, 8 p.m.; May 22 at 2 p.m. 

May 20, 22, 27, 29, June 3, 5 
GREENVILLE-"Stop the World ... 

I Want to Get Off" Warehouse 
Theatre, 8 p. m. 

June 6 
GREENVILLE-North Greenville 

College Players , "Wait Until 
Dark." 7:30 p.m. 

miscellaneous 

May 22 
GREER-Beards and Bonnets Day 

Festival, Tryon Recreation Park. 
10 a.m. - 7 p.m. 

June 6 
HILTON HEAD ISLAND-South 

Carolina Golf Association, George 
Fazio Course, Palmetto Dunes. 

If you have ordered a 

1974 or 1975 binder 

but haven't received it 

yet it is because our 

supply has temporarily 

been exhaused. A new 

shipment has been 

ordered and we will 

send your 1974 and 

1975 binders along 

as soon as possible . 

April-May 1976 

sandlapper shopper 

GALLERY llJ 
paintings jewelry 
prints pottery 
drawings crafts 

The Perfect Gift 

1247 Newberry Ave. (Rt. 60) Irmo , S.C. 

Tired of paying more? Let 
our prices do f 
the talking at actory 

Furniture 
Mart, Inc. 

All furniture is drastically reduced! 
There's no down payment, and 
financing is available . 

124 So. Assembly St. 
Columbia , S.C. 779-3055 

9-7 weekdays Sat. 10-4 
V, mile on left, South of Coliseum 

The Sececa Glass Co. is de
lighted to present this authentic 
replica of this world famous 
symbol of freedom and 
democracy. 9'~uJe ~ 
To order write to : <;J;}/aaJ 
642 Harden St. Columbia, S.C. 29205 

agents for fine bed 
& bath accessories 

2000 blossom street 
columb10. south corolino 29205 

Our 56th Year 
organized in 1920 

Complete Forms of 
Fire and Casualty 

Insurance 

DANA 
INSURANCE AGENCY 

P.O . Box 11939 
Columbia, S.C 29211 

252-8300 

Recipes from all over 
the United States . .. 

And Iowa, too. 

Little's Little Cookbook 
by Marvin H. Little 

Over 150 sturdy pages, con
veniently spiral-bound, cover
ing everything from soup to 
nuts . Includes "Rough and 
Ready" ideas for creative 
cuisine . Whether it's a banquet, 
a drop-in, a Sunday dinner or 
Wednesday leftovers, Little's 
Little Cookbook can prove to be 
a big help. 

Price $4 

Marvin H. Little 
P.O. Box 987 
Ballentine, S.C. 29002 
[803] 781-2381 
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interesting, 

unusual items and services 

= ><::>< ><::>< ><::>< ><::>< ANTIQUES = ><::>< = = =,. = 
ELIZABETH AUSTIN INC - Specializing in An 
tique Silver. Period furniture and authentic Ac
cessories. 165 King Street . Charleston . S C. 
29401. 722 -8227 . 

CHES1NUT GALLERIES 144 Chestnut Street Spartan
burg, S. C. Fine 18th and 19th century furniture and 
accessories. Open 10-5 Monday-Saturday, 803-585-
9576. 

• == ><::>< ><::>< = ><=> ART ::>< = ><::>< = = ><::><x: 

Selling my private collection of all early Sallie Middleton 
and Harrison Coca-Cola prints. Prints, Rt. 2, Box 928, 
Orangeburg, S. C. 29115. 

CAROLINA PRINTS AND FRAMES - Specialists 
in Sporting Art . Old Prints and Maps. Signed. 
Limited Edition Prints . 160 King Street. Charles
ton . S . C. 29401 . 

LIMITED EDITION COLLECTORS PRINT. IN 
FULL COLOR. Robert E. Lee by Robert Karr, 
Atlanta artist . Each print (2500 in the edition) in
dividually signed and numbered. Overall size-
20"x24". (We also stock other Civil War prints 
including the GREAT SEAL OF THE CONFED
ERACY) To order LEE print , send $30.00 to: 
SOUTHERN GALLERIES , P.O. Box 321 , Hop
kinsville , Ky . 42240 . 

>C>(>C>(>C>( ,ex >C><K BOO KS C>(>C>( >C>( >C>( x::x x:: 

HAMPTON BOOKS . Old and rare books. prints. 
posters. maps . Rt. 1. Box 76 . Newberry. S C 
29108 . Ph . 276-6870 (US Hwy. 176 . 2 mi. No . 
of SC. 34) 

ex=><::><><::>< x::: COLLECTORS x::x x::x x::xx::x ><=>:> 

Collector wants to buy old South Carolina bottles 
and S .C . marked pottery . Free appraisals . Single
ton Bailey, P .O . Box 95, Loris, S .C. 29569 . 

OLDE TOWNE LEATHERCRAFT-Custom 
Gifts made especially for you by Frank and Jan 
King . The Market, 188 Meeting Street , Charles
t0n , S . C. 29401. (803) 723-3318. 

LID'N LADLE-Gourmet Cookware and ideas 
for the creative cook . The Market , 188 Meeting 
Street , Charleston . S . C . 723-8747 . 

RELIGIOUS WATCHES, or personalized with 
your name up to 8 letters. As "Jesus Saves, 
Tommy , Lucile" etc. Write for prices if interested: 
Sunshine Sales, Box 1405, Lake City, S .C . 
29560. 

BUILDING FACING TWO STREETS with approximately 
18,000 sq. ft. , plenty of parking, high traffic area, in center 
of Georgetown, S. C. Also: Large historic home in good 
residential section of Georgetown, S. C. M. P. Ferris 
Agency, 705 Front Street, P. 0 . Box 537, Georgetown, 
S. C. 29440, 803-546-5015. 

FOR SALE: Building facing two streets with ap
proximately 1,800 sq. feet, plenty of parking . 
High traffic area in center of Georgetown, S.C. 
M.P. Ferris Agency, 705 Front Street, P.O. Box 
537 , Georgetown , S.C. 29440, (803) 546-5015. 

FOR SALE: Large historic home in good residen
tial section of Georgetown, S .C. M.P . Ferris 
Agency, 705 Front St., P .O . Box 537 , George
town. S.C. 29440, (803) 546-5015. 
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interesting, 

unusual items and ser"(:)1ces 

:x,c:x ,c:x,c:x,c:x NEEDLEWORK ><,c:x,c:x,c:x,c:x 

YOU NAME IT -WE'VE GOT IT IN NEEDLE· 
POINT. Also. authentic needlepoint college 
emblems painted on canvas. yarn included . 
Special : coats of arms painted on canvas . yarn 
included (allow two weeks for delivery) Also. we 
will do your research . Graphs. canvas and yarn 
for S . C. palmetto tree and medical caduceuses. 
Nationally advertised Icelandic Kits for Ponchos 
and ski sweaters . Imported yarns. materi11ls. 
crewel and needlepoint. Assorted pocketbook 
kits . Folline's Knit and Bridge Studio (next to the 
A&P). Old fashion netting and yarn for making 
place mats. 2926 Devine Street, Columbia, S.C. 
29205. Phone 253-9748. 

Now taking orders for hand-made quilts. All cotton 
top and linings, polyester filled , beautiful patterns 
including Double Wedding Ring. Mrs. Annie R. 
Sears, Route 2, Box 86, Tallassee, Alabama 
36078. 

:><>CX>CX>CX>< POEMS WANTED ,c:x,c:x,c:x>=< 

THE SOUTH CAROLINA SOCIE1Y OF POETS is com
piling a book of poems. If you have written a poem and 
would like our selection committee to consider it for publi· 
cation, send your poem and a self-addressed stamped 
envelope to: The South Carolina Society of Poets, 1520 
Bull Street, Columbia, S. C. 29201. 

,c:,oc::,oc1," RESORT PROPERTY ,c:x,c:x,c:x>=< 

Pawleys Island, Litchfield Beaches, Murrells Inlet, 
and Garden City. Large selection of oceanfront 
and water oriented houses and lots. Also planta· 
lions and acreage, sales or rentals. Dunes Realty, 
Inc., P.O. Drawer 157, Pawleys Island, S.C. 
29585, phone 803-237-4473; or, Dunes Realty, 
Inc ., Atlantic Avenue, Garden City, S.C. 29576, 
phone 803-236-2116. 

:x,c:x,c:x,c:x,c:x STAINED GLASS ,,c:xx::>< x::><><=> 

Are you hiding your STAINED-GLASS lamp 
under a "bushel-basket," or some out of the way 
place? We have the materials, tooling and experi
ence to repair your TIFFANY lamp shade or 
replicas. Your design can become a reality, both 
in Shades or Window Panels, using your choice of 
glass. Include a "bit of the past" in your home or 
business. Discover the beauty of vibrant colors 
through the media of true Stained-Glass, exe
cuted for you, right here in Florence. Call or write. 
Nick Cicora, Ornamental Window Co., P.O. Box 
3842, Florence, S.C. 29501. 

C>()CX)CX,C:X ,c:x K w ANTED ::>< )CX)C:,()CX,C:XX:: 

Wanted to purchase book entitled Camellias by 
G.G. Gerbing published 1945 or similar one with 
full color pictures of camellias. Contact Mrs. Frank 
M. Pearce, 1516 Cherokee Rd., Florence, S.C. 
29501. 

Artists and illustrators interested in doing free
lance illustration work for Sand/apper magazine. 
Contact Harry Hope or Bob Rowland . 779-8824. 

FUND RAISING. Is your school, club, social or 
civic organization in need of a fund raising project? 
If so, consider selling subscriptions to Sandlapper 
as a means of raising additional operating or pro· 
ject funds. Sandlapper, the magazine of South 
Carolina and a magazine any school or organiza
tion would be proud to sell. For further informa
tion write to Sandlapper Press, P.O. Box 1668, 
Columbia, S.C. 29202. 

Interesting, Unusual Items and Services Advertis
ing Rates. A single insertion: 70¢ a word; three 
consecutive insertions: 60¢ a word; six consecutive 
insertions: 55¢ a word; 12 consecutive insertions: 
50¢ a word. Minimum insertion 10 words. Copy 
must be received in our office by the last Friday of 
the month preceeding the month in which the ad
vertisement is to appear. P. 0. Box number and 
telephone numbers count as two words each. Ab
breviations and zip codes count as one word each. 
A check or money order made payable to 
Sand/apper mag,azine must accompany ad copy. 
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endpiece 

Things which really bug an editor ... 
People who pester you to death to do some writing for you. You assign them a 

book review and ask them to get something back to you in the next couple of 
weeks-then you never hear from them. If you do, they write back and say they got 
busy or didn' t think the book was really worthy of review-That was my decision, 
buster, not yours-and so they didn' t review it but if I would send them another book 
they will do it immediately. 

Response: Thanks, but no thanks. Once stung, twice shy. 
People who start off a query letter with the statement "I don't know whether you 

publish poetry or not but I have a lot of poetry I have written which I would like to get 
published. Are you interested in looking at it?" 

Response: It is obvious to me that they have not looked at an issue of Sandlapper 
since January 1975 when we appointed a poetry editor and started publishing poetry 
in every issue. Wake up and investigate your market before you waste both our time 
and postage asking a question you would know the answer to if you had bothered to 
read a recent issue. 

People who write the same kind of question except that it refers to fiction. 
Response: The fiction editor was appointed in March 1975 and fiction has ap

peared in every issue of Sand/apper since that time. 
People who send manuscripts and/or query letters addressed to the name of either 

of the two former editors, one of whom has not been the editor of Sand/apper for two 
and a half years and the other who has not been editor for 18 months. 

Response: Again, an indication that the writer either doesn't read the masthead of 
the magazine or hasn' t seen a recent issue. 

People who call you up either at the office or at home and insist on reading their 
poems or the first ten paragraphs of their latest fiction piece to you over the phone in 
spite of the fact that you stress this should be sent (by mail) to either the fiction or 
poetry editor whichever is appropriate. You try to be polite but eventually your 
patience and/ or tolerance has to run thin. Then you have the choice of either being 
rude, refusing to talk to people at the office about an article (which isn' t good either) 
and/ or having an unlisted telephone number, which I have. 

People who send handwritten manuscripts. 
Response: I am returning this because I have no intention of further straining my 

eyes trying to read your chicken scratches. If you are serious about writing for us, you 
had better find a typewriter you can use. 

People who send you a manuscript one day and expect an answer two days later. 
Response: It doesn't work like that. We read manuscripts and query letters as fast 

as we can but if your manuscript arrives during the times we have our editorial back 
against a deadline that deadline gets first priority. Sorry about that, but that's the way 
it works. 

-

Bob W. Rowland 
Editor 

Sandlapper 



f ')\ m~ has the right to kno~ , 
·· what goes into the Scotch he dr!H~ ·, 

"At the House of Buchanan, 

we still believe and blend as 
my grandfather did. 

"It is a family tradition. 

'~ matter of family pride. 

"Pride in the excellence 
of the blend which bears my 

grandfather's name and mine, 

Bi:chanan's 12. 

Sir James Buchananf'l'md Woo/a,-ington) 
1849-1935 Founder of The House of Buchanan 

"That is why, unlike any 

premium blended Scotch whisky 

ever sold in America, we take 

pride in naming the principal 

single malts which, among other 

exceptional whiskies, go into 

our blend. 

"If you know fine Scotch, 

you will recognize them all. 

"The selection is choice. 

"Limited to 12 'Ideals'. 

"Each the product of an 

old, established and well 

respected distillery. 

"Each and every one, from 

Balmenach through Teaninich, 

is a Highland whisky. 

·~d two, Cragganmore 
and Dailuame, are cherished 

~-------_____.:;i,, 

Glentauchers Glenlossie 

Lcclmagar 

products of the famed 

Glenlivet region. ~r 
"Together they \._~ , ~ 

combine to make " ~ 

Buchanan's 12 the 12-year-oL 

blended Scotch with 'a heart of 

pure Highland whiskies'. 

"You will find it as it was 

when it began: 

"Subtle. 

"Light. 

"But with tempered mellow

ness in both body and bouquet. 

"In your country, it is dearly 

priced. And in limited supply. 

"So limited that I invite you 

to call this toll free number to 

obtain the name and addresses 

of the Buchanan's 12 purveyors 
nearest you. 

"800-243-9188. 

"Because we neither can, nor 

will, mass-produce the Scotch that 

bears my grandfather's name. 

·~d mine." 

J~8~~ 

Buchanan's 12. The Blend of Ideals. 
i/3/ended Scotch Whisky 86.8 Proof, Heublein, Inc. Hartford, Conn. 
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~en you as~a,ilot mere from1life. 
,J\entuclfy Straight B0ur1Jor1Whiskeys: 8ll. proohnd 101:t'proo('B'ottled in Bond. Old Grand-Dad Disti116iyCo.;Ftankfdrt. ky. ~~601. 




